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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



VOL. X. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Escales, prince of Verona* 

Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the prince. 

Caou^ ' S ^^^^' ^S ^^^ houses, at variance with each other. 

An Old Man, uncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, son to Montague, 

M ercutio, kinsman to the prince, and friend to Romeo. 

Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to Romeo. 

Tybalt, nepftew to Lady Capulet, 

Friar Lawrence, a Franciscan. - 

Friar Johu, of the same order, 

Balthazar, servant to Romeo. 

Gregory!' \ ">rvanU to Caputei. 

Abram, servant to Montague' 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians, 

Chorus, Boy ; page to Paris : Peter; an officer. 

Lady Montague, wife to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, wife to Capulet. 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet. 
Nurse to Juliet, 

• 
Citizens of Verona ; several Men and Women, relations to both 
houses; Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and Attendants. 

Scene, during the greater part of the Play, in Verona : once 
in the fifth Act, at Mantua. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Two households, both alike in dignity. 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene. 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny. 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean^ 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, bury their parents* strife. 
The fearful passage of their death- mark'd love. 

And the continuance of their parents' rage. 
Which, but their children's end, nought could re- 
move. 

Is now the two hours' traffick of our stage ; 
The which if you with patient ears attend. 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



ACT I, 
SCENE I. A public place. 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with swords and 
bucklers^ 

Sam. Grbgort, o'my word, we'll not carry 
coals*. 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of 
the collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam\ A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Gre. To move, is — to stir ; and to be valiant, is — 
to stand to it : therefore, if thoU art mov'd, thou 
runn'st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid of 
Montague's. 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being |he 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — there- 
fore I will push Montague's men from the wall, and 
thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre. The qjiarrel is between our masters, and us 
their men. 

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant : 

* A phrase formerly io use to sigDify the bearing injuries, 
B 2 
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6 ROMEO AND JULIET* [Act I. 

when ( have fought with the men, I will be cruel 
with the maids ; I will cut off their heads* 

Gre. The heads of the maids ? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden* 
heads ; take it in what sense thou wilt. 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to stand : 
and, 'tis known, I am a pretty piece of flesh. 

Gre. Tis well, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, 
thou hadst been poor John*. Draw thy tool ; here 
comes two of the house of the Montagues f. 

Enter Abram and Balthasar. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will 
back thee. 

Gre. How } turn thy back, and run ? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides; let them 
begin. 

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by } and let them take 
it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb 
at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it. 

Jbr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay ? 

Gre. No, 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir; 
but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

Jbr. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

S(tm. If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve as good 
a man as you. 

Jbr. No better. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

• Poor John is hake, dried and salted, 
f The disregard of concord is in character. 
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ScKNB L] ROMEO AND JULIET. 7 

Enter Benvolp^ at a distance^ 

Gre. Say — better ; hele comes one of my mas* 
ter's kinsmen. * 

Saw. Yes, better, sir, i 

jibr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remember 
thy swashing blow* [Thej/Jlgfc*. 

Ben. Part, fools ; put up your swords j jou know 
not what you do. [BetxU down their stcords. 

Enf^* Tybalt. 

jyb. What, art thou drawn among these hearts 
less hinds ? 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy deatlk 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put up thy sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyb. What^ drawn and talk of peace ? I hate the 
word. 
As 1 hate hell, all Montagues, and tUee : 
Have at thee, coward. [Theyjlght. 

Enter several Partizans of both houses, who join the 
fray ; then enter Citizens, with clubs. 
1 Gt. Clubs*, bills, and partizans ! strike ! beat 
them down ! 
Down with the Capulets! down with the Mon- 
tagues ! 

Enter Capulet, in his gown; and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noise is this ?— Give me my long 

sword, ho ! 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch !— Why call you for 

a sword ? 
Cap. My sword, I say !— Old Montague is come. 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

• Clubs ! was the usual exclamation at an affraj in the streets, as 
we now call Watch ! 
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8 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act L 

Enter Montague anj> Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Capulet, — Hold me not, let 

me go. 
La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek 

a foe. 

_ Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbbur-stained steel. 
Will they not hear ? — what ho ! you men, you 

beasts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins. 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper'd* weapons to the ground. 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. — 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word. 
By thee, old Capulet and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets ; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments. 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate : 
If ever you disturb our streets again, 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon. 
To know our further pleasure in this case. 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

[Exeunt Prince, and Attendants ; Capulet, Lady 
Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, and Seivants. 

Mon. Who^et this ancient quarrel new abroach ? 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary, 
And yours,close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them 3 in the instant came 

• Angry. 
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Scene L] ROMEO AND JULIET. 9 

The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared ; 
Which, as he breath 'd defiance to my ears. 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn : 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. O, where is Romeo ? — saw you him to- 
day ? . 
Right glad I am he Mras not at this fi*ay. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun 
Peer'd* forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — ^underneath the grove of sycamore. 
That westward rooteth from the city's side,— 
So early walking did 1 see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of mc. 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own, — 
That most are busied when they are most alone, — 
Pursued my humour, not pursuing his, 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away fi'om light steals home my heavy son. 
And private in his chamber pens himself ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-lrght out. 
And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and portentous must this humour prove. 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of him. 

Ben. Have you impdrtun'd him by Uny means ? 

Afott. Both by myself, and many other friends : 
But he, his own affections' counsellor, 

* Appeared. 
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10 ROMEO AND JULIET, [Act I. 

Is to himself — ^I will not say, how true — 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm. 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 

We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, at, a distance. 

Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step 
aside ; 
rU know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay, 
To hear true shrift, — Come, madam, let's away. 

[Exeunt Montague and Lady« 

Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 

Rom. Is the day so young ? 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was : — ^What sadness lengthens Romeo^s 
hours : 

Rom. Not having that, which having, makes them 
short. 

Ben, In love ? 

Rom. Out — 

Ben. Of love? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas, thai love, so gentle in his view. 
Should be so tyrakmous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, thai love, whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without e^s, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ? — ^O me ! — What fray was 

here ? 
Yet tell me not| for I hav§ heard it all. 
Here's muchlrdo with hate, but more with love: — 
Why then, oftrawling love ! O loving hate ! 
O any thing, of nothing first create ! 
O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! , 
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ScBNK I.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 11 

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms 1 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health; 
Still waking sleep, that is not what it is I— • 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it prest 
With more of thine : this loVf ^ that thou hast shown. 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own« 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 
Being vex'd, a sea nourished with lovers' tears : 
What is it else ? a madness mo^t discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.^ 
Farewell, my coz. [Going. 

Ben. Soft, I will go along 5 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Ram. Tut, 1 have lost myself; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness*, who she is you love. 

Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan ? why, no ; 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will:— - 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill ! — 
In sadness, cousin, 1 do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Bom. A right good marks-man ! — And she's fair 
I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit 5 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd. 
From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 

* In terioutDCM. 



d by Google 



12 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act L 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 

Q, she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still live 
chaste? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge 
waste ; . _ 

For beauty, starv'd with her severity. 
Cuts beauty ofFfrom all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making me despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow. 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think, 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes 5 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. ^Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows. 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; . 
He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show, me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve*, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair ? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. ril pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
A street. 

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant. 

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think, 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

* t. e. What end does it answer ? 
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ScBNB II.] ROMEO AND JULIET, 13 

Par. Of honourable reckoning* are you both ; 
And pity 'tis, you iiv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world, 
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
•Let two more summers wither in their pride^ 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she. 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart. 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 
An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies ray consent and fair according voice. 
This night I hold an old accustom'd feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest. 
Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 
One more, most welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor house, look to behold tnis night 
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light : 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 
When well-apparell'd April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inheritf at my house; hear all, all see. 
And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 
Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one. 
May stand in number, though in reckoning]: none. 
Come, go with me ; — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
'Through fair Verona ; find those persons out. 
Whose names are written there, [Gives a paper.] 

and to them say. 
My house and welcome on their pleasures stay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Paris. 

Serv. Find them out, whose names are written 

• Accoont, estimation. 

f To inherit, in the language of Shakspeare, is to possess, 
X Estination. 
VOL. X. C 
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' 14 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act I. 

here? It is written — that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard^ and the tailor with his last, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his 
nets ; but 1 am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never find what names 
the writing person hath here writ. I must to the 
learned : — ^In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's 
burning, 

One pain is lessened by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One desperate grief cures with another's lan- 
guish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye. 
And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom. Your plantain leaf is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman 
is: 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd, and tormented, and— Good e'en, good 
fellow. 

Sert\ God gi' good e'en. — I pray, sir, can you 
read? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv. Perhaps-you have learn'd it without book : 
But 1 pray, can you read any thing you see ? 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language. 

Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry 1 

Rom. Stay, fellow ; I can read, [Bead*. 

Signior Martino, and his wife, and daughters; 
Ccmnty Anselme, and Ms beauteous sisters; The 
lady widow of Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio, aii4 his 
lovely nieces ; Mercutio, and his brortf?r Valentin : 
Mine uncle Capulet, his wife, and daughters; My 

-^ - Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Scene II.] ROiMEO AND JULIET, 15' 

fair niece Rosaline; Livia; Signior Valentio, and 
his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio^ and the lively Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the note,] Whither 
should they come ? 

Serv. Up. 

Rom. Whither? 

Serv. To supper ; to our house, 

Rom. Whose house ? 

Serv. My master's, 

Rom. Indeed, I should have asked you that 
before. 

Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking: My 
master is the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not 
of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush 
a cup of wine*. Rest you merry. [Exit. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st ; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither; and, with unattainted eye. 
Compare her face with some that I shall show. 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rdm. When the devout religion of mine eye 

Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires ! 
And these, — who, often drown'd, could never die, — 

Transparent hereticks, be burnt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love 1 the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ben. Tut t you s^iw her fair, none else being by. 
Herself pois'd f with herself in either eye : 
But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady's love against some other maid 
That I will show you, shining at this feast, 
And she shall scant J show well, that now shows 
best. 

Rom. ril go along, no such sight to be shown. 
But to ,rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Exeunt. 

• We still say in cant laoguage^/o crack a botiU, 
f Weighed. J Scarce, hariily. 
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16 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act I. 

SCENE IIL 

A room in Capulet's house. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse- 
La. Cap. Nurse/ Where's my daughter? call her 

forth to me. 
Nurse. Now, by my maiden-head, — at twelve 
year old, — 
I bade her come. — What, lamb ! what, lady«bird ! — 
God forbid !— where's this girl ? — what, Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 

Nurse, Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am here* 

What is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter :— Nurse, give leave 
awhile,' 
We must talk in secret,^ — Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurse. Taith, I can tell her age unto an homr. 

La. Cap. She's not fourteen. 

Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth^ 

And yet, to my teen * be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen : How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen. 
Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls ! — 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God ; 
She was too good for me : But, as I said; 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen : 
That shall she, marry ; 1 remember it well. 
^Tis since the earthquake now eleven years ; 

• To my sorrow. 
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Scene III.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 1/ 

And she was wean'd, — I never shall forget it,— 

Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall. 

My lord and you were then at Mantua : — 

Nay, I do bear a brain* : — but, as 1 said. 

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 

Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow. 

To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years : 

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the i^oodf) 

She could have run and waddled ail about, 

For even the day before, she broke her brow : 

And then my husband — God be with his soul I ' 

'A was a merry man ;— took up the child : 

Yea^ quoth he, dost thou fail upon thy face ? 

Tkou wilt fall backward f when thou hast more viit : 

Wilt thou notf Jule ? and, by my holy dam J, 

The pretty wretch left crying, and said — Jy : 

To see now, how a jest shall come about ! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

-I never should forget it ; fVilt thou wot, Jule f quoth 

he: 
And, pretty fool, it stinted §, and said— 4i/. 

JLa. Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy 

peace. 
Nurse. Yes, inadam; Yet I cannot choose but 

laugh. 
To think it should leave crying, and say— ^1/ .• 
And yet, 1 warrant, it had upon its. brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone i 
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 
Yefiy quoth my husband, /aZi'^t upon thy face ? 
Thou wilt //ail backward, when ihxm com'st to age; 
WHt thou not, Jule ? it stinted, and said-^-^i/. 

* f . e. I HaTc a pt^rfcct remembrance or recollection. 

t liie cross. % Holy dame, t. e* the blessed Virgin. 

§ It itjpned crying. 

c 2 
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18 ROMEO AND JULIET- [Act I. 

Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee^ nurse, say L 

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark tbee' to 
"his grace*! 
Tbou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd : 
An I might live to see tbee married once^ 
I bave my wisb. 

La* Cap. Marry, tbat marry is tbe very tbeme 
I came to talk of: — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ? 

JuL It is an honour tbat 1 dream not of. 

Nurse. An honour ! were not I thine only nurse, 
rd say, tbou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you. 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Are;made already mothers : by my count, 
I was your moth<^ much upon these years, 
Tbat you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief;— 
Tbe valiant Paris seeks you for bis love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man, 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax f. 

La. Cap. Verona's summer bath not such a flower. 

Nurse. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap. What say you ? can you love the gen- 
tleman ? 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Reado*er the volume of young Paris' face. 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ; 
Examine every married lineament. 
And see bow one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies. 
Find written in tbe margin of his eyesj.^ 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 
The fish Hves in the 8ea§ ; and 'tis much pride. 
For fair without tbe fair within to hide :• 
That book in many's eyes doth share tbe glory, 

* Favour. f Well made, as if be had beeo modelled in wax. 

1 Tbe comments on ancieiit books were always printed in tlie margin. 
§ t. e. Is not yet caught, whose skin was wanted to bind him. 
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That in gold clasps locks in the goMen story ; 
So shall you share all that he doth possess^ 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger 5 women grow by 
m^i. 

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' 
love? 

Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serr>. Madam, the guests are come, supper served 

up, you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse 

cursed in the pantry, and every thing in extremity. 

I must hence to wait ; I beseech you, follow stnught. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. — Juliet, the county 

stays. 
Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy <]ays. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
A street. 

Eni^ Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, unth Jive or six 
Maskers, Torch-bearers y and Others, 

Ram. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse ? 
Or shall we on without apology ? 

Beit. The date is out of such prolixity* : 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf. 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow^keep^t > 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them measure us by what they will, 

* i.€. LoAg tpeeekts are out of fasbioo. 

f A scare-crowi a figure made up to frighten craws* 
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We'll measure them a measure*, and be gone. 

Ram. Give me a torch f. — I am not for this 
ambliDg ; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes. 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead. 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings. 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft. 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bpund, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
.Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden 
love; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough. 
Too rude, too boist'rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough With 
love; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — 
Give me a case to put my visage in : 

IPiittirig on a mask. 
A visor for a visor ! — what care 1, 
What curious eye doth quote J deformities ? 
Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in. 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the senseless rushes § with their heels; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase, — 
I'll be a candle-holder, and loQk on,— 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done ||. 

♦ A dance. 

f A torch -bearer was a coostant appendage to every troop of 
maskers. J Observe. 

§ It was anciently the custom to strew rooms with rushes. 

II This is equivalent to phrases in common use—/ am done for, it is 
over %^ith me. 
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Mer. Tut ! dtm's the mouse^ the constable's own 
word : 
If thou art dun^ we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein tHou stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come^ we bum day-light^ ho. 

Bom. Nay^ that's not so* 

Mer. I mean^ sir, in delay 

We waste our lights m vain^ liice lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that^ ere once in our five wits. 

Bom. And we mean well^ in going to this mask i 
But 'tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

jRom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Afer. And sa did I. 

Bom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often He. 

JRom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things 
true. 

M^- O, then, I see, queen Mab hath been with 
you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies* 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 
Her waggon spokes made of long spinners' legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
The traces^ of the smallest spkler's web ; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watry beams : 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film : 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 
Not half so big a« a round little worm 
Prick 'd from the lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 
Made by the joiner-squirrel, or old grub. 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love : 

* Atomi. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



22 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act I. 

On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies 

straight : 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweatmeats tainted are. 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit* : 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Xicl^ling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two. 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 
And bakes the elf-locks f in foul sluttish hairs. 
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That presses them, and learns them fii-st to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This, this is she 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 

Thou talk'jst of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain,* 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And liiore inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 
And, being anger'd, puflFs away from thence. 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from our- 
selves ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

* A place in court. 
f i, e. Fairy-locks, locks of hair clotted and tangled in the night. 
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Rom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
Some consequence, yet hanging .in the stars. 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels 5 and expire the term 
Of a 4espised life, clos'd in my breast. 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course. 
Direct my sail ! — On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
A hall in Capulet's house. 

Musicians waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away ? he shift a trencher ? he scrape a trencher ? 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one 
or two men's hands, and they unwash'd too, 'tis a 
foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the 
court-cupboard*', look to the plate:— good thou, 
save me a piece of marchpane f 5 and, as thou lovest 
me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, and Nell. 
— Antony ! and Potpan ! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked 
for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. — 
Cheerly, boys; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take all« [Tliey retire behmd. 

Enter Capulet, ^c. with the Guests and the Maskers. 

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome ! ladies,that have their 
toes 
Unplagu'd with corn«, will have a bout with you: — 
Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 

* A cupboard set io a corner, like a beaofet, on which the plate was 
placed. t Almond-cake. 
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Will now deny to dance ? she that makes dainty, she, 

rU swear hath cori^s ; Am 1 come near you now ? 

You are welcome^ gentlemen : I have seen the day. 

That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear. 

Such as would please; — 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis 

gone: 
You are welcome, gentlemen. — Come, musicians, 

play. 
A hall ! a hall^ ! give room, and foot it, girts. 

\_Mnsick playSy and they dance. 
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up. 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. — 
Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes welL 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet ; 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
How long is't now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask ? 

2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cap. What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not so 

much : 
'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecost as quickly as it will. 
Some five and twenty years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 Cap. /Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, ^r : 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the 
hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn 
bright ! 
Her beauty hangs upon the ebeek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's earf : 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with, crows. 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 

* f. ^.. MakemMiB. f An EthiopiaD, a black. 
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The measure* done^ Til watch her place of standi 
And, tondiing hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 

Jkfb. This, by his voice, should be a Montague : — 
Peteh me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the slave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antick &ce^ 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now^ by the stock and honour of my kin^ 
To sttrike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore 
storm you so ? 

tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite. 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

I Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

7^6. 'Tis ki5, that villain Romeo. 

I Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
tie bearfr htm Kke a portly gentleman ; 
^And, toi^y truth; Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
There^fe be patient, take no note of him. 
It is my will ; the which if thou respect. 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns, 
And ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Jh/b. It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 
ril not endure him. 

1 Cap. He shall be endur'd ; 

What, goodman boy! — ^I say, he shall ; — Go to ; — 
Ami the master here, or you ? go to. 
YouMl not endure him ! — God shall mend my soul — 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will feet cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man ! 

Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

1 Cap. ' Go to, go to. 

You are a saucy boy : — Is't so, indeed ? — 
This trick may chance to scathf you ;— «I know what. 

* The dance. f Do yon ap iojary. 

VOL. X. D 
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You must contrary me ! marry, ^tis time — 
Well said, my hearts : — ^You are a princox* 5 go : — 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame !— 
I'll make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 
T)fi}. Patience perforce with wilful choler meetings 
Makes my flesh tremhle in their different greeting 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [ExU. 
Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To Juliet. 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is thijUi— 
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
much, 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands ihat pilgrims' hands do totich. 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss. 
Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in 

: prayer. 
Rom. O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands 
do 5 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
Jul. Saiqts do not move, though grant for prayers' 

sake. 
Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect I 
take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 

[Kissing her. 
Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips f O trespass sweetly urg'd ! 
Give me my sin again. 
Jul. You kiss by the book* 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with 

you. 
Rom. What is her mother ? 
Nurse. : Marry, bachelor. 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 

• A coxcomb. 
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And a ^ood lady^ and a wise^ and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
[ tell you, — he, that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chinks. 
Ram. Is she a Capulet ? 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben.^ Away, bejBTone ; the sport is at the best. 
Rom, Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet* towards. — 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thatik you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fayf, it waxes late ; 
ril to my rest. [Esmint all but Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Come hither, nurse: What is yon gentleman ? 

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What's he that now is going out of door ? 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio. 

Jul. What's he, that follows there, that would 
not dance ? 

Nur^e. I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name — if he be married. 
My grave is like to be my weddipg bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 
That 1 must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What's this ? what's this ? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now 

Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls within, Juliet. 

Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

Come, let's away; the strangers are all gone. 

[Exeunt. 

• A collation of fruit, wine, &c. f Faith. 
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Enter Chorus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed He^ 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fair, which love groan'd for, and woukl die. 

With tender Juliet matchM is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks. 
But to his foe supposM he must complain. 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearftil hooks: 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers nsc to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved any where : 
But passion lends them power, time means to m^t. 
Tempering extremities with extreme sweet. [ExU. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L An open place, adpining Capuletf s 
garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth*^ and find thy centre out« 

[He ctimbs the wall, and Imxpi down within il. 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo I my cousin Romeo 1 

Mer. He is wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard 
wall: 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'H conjure too.— 

Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion 1 lover ! 

• t. e. Himself. 



d by Google 



ScBNE I.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 29 

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh^ 
Speak but one rhyme^ and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but — ^Ah me ! couple but— love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus ope fair word^ 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir^ 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim^ 
When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid^. — 
He hearetb not^ stirreth not, he movetb not ; 
The apef is dead, and I must conjure him. — 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes. 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet-lip, — 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle. 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name, 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those 
trees. 
To be consorted with the humourous ;( night : 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will be sit under a medlar-tree, 
And wish hm mistress were that kind of fruit, 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. — 
Romeo, good night ;— I'll to my truckle-bed ; 
'niis field-bed is too coM foi* me to sleep : 
Come, shall we go?^ 

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. , 

[Exeunt. 

• Alluding to the old ballad of the kin^ and th« beggar. 
f This phrase io Shakspeare's time was used as an exprttsion of 
tenderocft. I Hottidy moist. 
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SCENE II. 

Capulet's garden. 

Enter Ronieo^ 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.— ^ 

[Juliet appears above, at a window. 

But, soft! what light through yonder winder 

breaks ? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief. 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 
Be not hei^ liiaid*, since she is envious ; 
Her vestal Kvery is but sick and green. 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 
It is my lady ; O, it is my love : 
O, that she knew she were ! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing 5 What of that ? 
' Her eye discourses, I will atiswer it, — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres, till Ihey return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars. 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would throng the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not nigh^. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me ! 

Rom. She speaks : — 

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head. 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 

* A Totarj to the moon, to Diaiia. 
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Unto the white np-turned wondering eyes 
Of mortals^ that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds^ 
And suls upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art tiiou 
Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my lore, 
And I'll no h>nger be a Ci^ulet. 

Rom. Shall 1 hear more, or sluill I speak at this } 

[Aside. 

Jul. 'Tis but thy naow, that is my enemy ;-^ 
Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 
What's Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot^ 
Nor arm, nor fierce^ nbr any other part 
Belonging to a man; O, be some other name ! 
What's in a name ? that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell a^^weet; 
So Romeo would^ were he not Rotneo eall'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which be owes*. 
Without that title : — Romeo, dofFf thy name } 
And for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : * 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd. 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou^ that, thus bescreen'd in 
night. 
So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom- By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hatefnl to myself, 
Because.it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had I it written, I would teiar the word. 

Jul. My ears have.not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet 1 know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 
Rom. Neither, faur scunt, if either thee dislike. 

• Ownt, potsctMS. f Do oflF. 
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Jul. How earnest thou hither^ tell me ? and where- 
fore? 
The orchard walls are high^ and hard to climb; 
And the place deaths considering who thou art^ 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o*er-perch 
these walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt. 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let^ to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack, there lies moL*e peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

JuU I would not for the world, they saw thee here. 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me firom their 
sight; 
And, but thou love mef, let them find me here : 
My life were better end^ by their hate. 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

JuL By whose direction found'st thou out this 
place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my 
face; 
Else would a maid^i blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, &in deny. 
What I have spoke ; But forewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say— Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st. 
Thou may*st jwrove false ; at lovers' peijuries. 
They say,* Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 

• Hinderance. f Unlets tbou lore me. 
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Or if thi^u tbiok'A I am too quidUy wod^ 
ril frowD^ and be perverse, and svy tbee nay. 
So thou wilt woo ; bul, else; not for the w(^kl. 
la truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou inay'st think my baviour* lights 
But trust m6, gentleman, TU prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange f. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess. 
But that tbou over-heard'st, ere I was ware. 
My true love's passion ; therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute thk yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Bom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all Uiese fruit-tree to^,— 

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon. 
That monthly dianges hi her curded orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewke variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

JuL Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy grackius self. 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee. 

Bom. If my heart's dear love — 

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in tbee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Good night, good night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Bom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 

Bom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for 
mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

♦ BclwTioor. t Shy. 
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Rom^ Would'st thou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul. But to be frank ^, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

[Nurse calls within. 
I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu I 
Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [EosU. 

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 
If that thy bentf of love be honourable. 
Thy purpose marriage, ^nd me word to-morrow. 
By one that Til procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite 5 
And all my fortunes at thy foot Til lay. 
And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world : 
Nurse. [Wkfdn.'\ Madam. 

Jul. I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not well, 
I do beseech thee, — 

Nurse. \WUMn.'\ Madam. 
Jul. By and by, I come :— 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

Jul. A thousand times good night ! [E^it. 

Rom. A thousand times, the worse, to want thy 
light- 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their 

books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring slowly. 
* Free. t luclination, 
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Re-enter Juliet^ above. 

Jul Hist! Romeo, hist!— O, for a falconer's 
voice, 
To lure this tasset-gentk* back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine. 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night. 
Like softest mustck to attending ears ! 

JuL Romeo ! 

Rom. My sweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

JuL I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. I^t me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I shall forget to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
ForgeUing any other home but this. 

Jui. 'Tis almost morning, I would have thee 
gone : 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird j 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyvesf. 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would, I were thy bird. 

Jtd. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good .night, good night! parting is such sweet 

sorrow. 
That I shall say— good night, till it be morrow. 

[Exit. 

• Tb« male of the gotbawk. f Fetters. 
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Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in tby 
breast ! — 
/Would 1 were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap^ to. tell. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III. 
Friar Laurence's cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fri. The grey-ey'd morn smileii on the frowning 
night. 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light; 
And fleckedf darHuess Uke a drunkard reels 
From forth d^y's path-way, made by Titan's J 

wh^ls : 
Noi^.ere the sjoxi advance his burning ^e, 
Th^4ay to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 
I must up-£ill tbis osier cage of ours. 
With btilelul weeds, and precious-juiced flowej^. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb ; 
What is ber burying grave, that is ber womb : 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking oil ber natural bosom find ; 
Many for many. virtues excellent, 
None but for jspme, and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the, powei*ful grace§, that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : . 
For nought so vile that on the earth dotii live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give ; 
Nor aught sa good, but,: ^train'd from Ibat fair use. 
Revolts from true birth, s^^mbling on abuser 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime's by action dignified. 

* Chance, fortune. f Spotted, streaked. 

X The sun. § Virtue. 
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Within the infant rind of this small iiower 

Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 

For this, being smeit, with that part cheers each 

part; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with^the heart. 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 
And, where the worser is predominant. 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Bom. Good morrow, father ! 

Fri. Benedidte ! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ? — 
Young son, it argues a distempered head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye. 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruised youth, with unstuffM brain. 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth 

reign : 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure. 
Thou art up-rous*d by some distemp'rature ; 
Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was 
mine. 

Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ? 

Rom.' With Rosaline^ my ghostly father ? no ; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

Fri* That's my good son : But where hast thou 
been then ? 

Rom. rU tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
1 have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
TTiat's by me wounded -; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physick lies : 
1 bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo. 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

VOL, X. > ^ 
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Fri, Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom, Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is 
set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all eombin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how. 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here 1 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 
So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline I 
How much salt water thrown away in waste. 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clear?. 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and tliese woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou cbang'd ? pronounce this sentence 

then — 
Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

Rom, Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad'st me bury Jove. 

Fri. Not ill a grave. 

To lay one in, another out to hsvve. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love 
now. 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow j 
The other did not so. 

Fri. O, she knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spells 
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But come, young waverer, come go with me. 

In one respect I'll thy assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households' rancour to pure love. 
Rrnn, O, let us hence; I stand on sudden haste ^* 
Fri. Wisely, and slowj they stumble, that run 
fast. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. 

ji street. 

Enter BenvoUo and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the deviF should this Romeo be ? — 
Came he not home to-night ? 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his nmn. 

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearled wench, 
that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house, 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how 
he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead; 
stabbed with a white wench's black eye ; shot tho- 
rough the ear with a love-song; the very pin of his 
heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft f: 
And is he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cats J, I can tell you. 
O, he is the courageous captain of compliments. 
He fights as you sing prick-song §, keeps time, dis- 

* t. e. It ii of the atmost consequence for me to be bat ty« 
-f Arrow. % Sec the itory of Reynard the fox. 

§ By notes pricked down. 
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tance^ and proportion ; rests me his minim rest> one^ 
two, and the third in your bosom : the very butcher 
of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a gentleman 
of the very first house,— of the first and second 
cause : Ah, the immortal passado ! the punto re- 
verso ! the hay*! 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The pox of such antick, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents!— By 
Jesu^ a very good blade ! — a very tall man ! — a very 
good whore ! — Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 
grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with 
these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these 
pardonnez^moys^ who stand so much on the new 
form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? 
O, their bons^ their bonsf ! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring :— O 
flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified !-^Now is b^ for 
the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to hfe 
lady, was but a kitchen-wench ;— marry, she had 
a better love to be-rhyme her : Dido, a dowdy ; 
Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hildingd and . 
harlots; Thisb^, a grey eye or so, but not to the 
purpose. — Signior Romeo, ton jour ! there's a French 
salutation to your French slop J, You gave us the 
counterfeit fairly last night. 

Bjom. Good-morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfeit did I give you ? 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip § ; Can you not con- 
ceive ? 

126m. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man may 
strain courtesy. 

* Termi of the fencing-school. 

f In ridicnle of frenchifled coxcombs. 

X Trowsers or pantatoons, a French fashion in Shakspeare's tine% 

§ ^ pun on counterfeit money, called slips. 
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Mer. That's as much as to say — such a case a« 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Roia. Meaning—to court'sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Ronu A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

liom. Why, then is my pump* well flowered. 

Mer. Well said : Follow nae this jest now, till 
tbou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the sin- 
gle sale of it is worn, the jest may remain, after the 
wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. O single-soled t jest, solely singular for the 
singleness ! 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits 
fail. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or 
I'll cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chace t> 
I have done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose 
in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my 
whole five : Was I with you there for the goose ? 

Rom. Them wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

j2om. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting § ; it is a 
moat sharp sauce. 

Jfem. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose ? 

jyfpr. O, here's a wit of cheverel||, that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad 1 

Rom. I stretch it out for that word — ^broad: 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and wide 
91 broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning 
for love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro- 

• Shoe. t Slight, thin. 

X A borte-raoe in any direction the leader chooses to take. 
% An apple. || Soft stretching leather. 

B 2 
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meo ; now art thou what tbou art, by art as w^l as 
by nature : for this drivelling love is like a great 
natural, that runs lolling up and down, to hitie his 
bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against 
the hair. 

Ben^ Thou would'st else have ^lade thy tale large. 

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made it 
short : for I was come to the whole depth of my 
tale ; and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument 
no longer. 

Rom. Here's goodly geer I 

Enter Nurse and Peter* 

Mer. A sail, ^ sail, a sail 1 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter! 

Peter, Anon? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter*. 

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face j 
for her fan's the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good denf, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good deil ? 

Mer. ^Tis no less, I tell you ; for the bawdy hand 
of the dial is now upon the prick J of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you 1 what a man are you ? 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ; — For him* 
self to mar, quoth'a ?— Gentlemen, can any of you 
tell me where [ may find the young Romeo ? 

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will be 
older when you have found him, than he was when 
you sought him : I am the youngest of that name, 
for 'fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

• It waa the casfotn for serfants to carry tbe lady's fea. 
t Good cTen. J Point. 
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Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? very well tocA, 
i'faidi ; wisely, wisely. 

ISuNe. If you be be, sir, I desire some confidence 
with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to -some ^pper. 
\ Mer. A/bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So bo ! 

Bom. What ha^t thou found ? 

Ahr. No hare, sir $ unless a hare, sir, in a lented 
pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. 

Jn old hare hoar^. 

And an old hare hoar, 
Is vei'y good meat in lent : 

But a hare that is hoar. 

Is too much for a score , 
When it hoars ere it be spent. 

Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to 
dinner thithen 

Bom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell^ lady, 
lady, ladyf. 

{Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell! — ^I pray you, sir, what 
saucy merchant J was this, that was so full of his 
ropery§ ? 

Bom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than 
he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, TU 
take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and 
twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot. Til find those 
that shall. Sciu'vy knave ! I am none of his flirt- 
gills; I am none of his skains-mates||. — And thou 
must stand by too, and suflFer every knave to use 
me at his pleasure ? 

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I 

» Hoary, moaldy. f The burthen of an old aong. 

1 A term of disrespect in contradistinction to gentleman. 
§ Roguery. 
{] A mate or companion of one wearing a tkain ; a short sword. 
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had^ my weapon should quickly have been out^ I 
warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man^ 
if I see occasion in « good quarrel^ and the law on 
my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so rexedj that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !— Pray 

}rou, sir, a word : iand as I told you, my young 
ady bade me inquire you out ; what she bade me 
say, I will keep to myself: but first let me tell ye, 
if ye should lead her into a fooFs paradise, as they 
say, it were a very gross kind of beltaviour, as they 
say : for the gentlewoman is young ; and therefore, 
if you should deal double with her, truly, it were an 
ill thing to be oflFered to any gentlewoman, and very 
weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis- 
tress. I protest unto thee, — 

Nurse. Good heart ! and, i'faith, I will tell her 
as much : Lord, lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost 
not mark me. 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — that you do protest ; 
which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to*. 
shrift* 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 
Be shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 

Nurse. This afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be 
there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey- 
\<^all: 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ; 
Which to the high top-gallantf of my joy 

* Confession, 
t The highest extremity of the mast of a ship. 
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Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ! — Be trusty, and I'll quit* thy pains. 
Farewell ! — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee! — Hark 
you, sir. 

Bom, What say'st thou, my dear nurse ? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne'er hear 
say — 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man's as true as steel. 

Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest 
lady — Lord, lord ! — when 'twas a little prating 
thing, — O, there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, 
that would fain lay knife aboard; but she, good 
soul^ had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see 
him: I anger her sometimes, and tell her that Paris 
is the properer man ; but, I'll warrant you, when I 
say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the varsal 
world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin both 
with a letter ? 

Rom. Ay, nurse; What of that? both with 
an R. 

Nurse. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name. R 
is for the dog. No ; I know it begins with some 
other letter : and she hath the prettiest sententious 
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Eccit. 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. — Peter ! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse, Peter, take my fan, and go before. 

^ [Exeunt. 

* Requite. 
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SCENE V. 
Capulet's garden^ 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine^ when I did send the 
nurse ; 
In half an hour she proniis'd to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him : t^iat's not so.— 
O, she is lame I love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams^ 
Driring back shadows over louring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ; 
My words would bandy* her to my sweet love. 
And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead j 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

O God, she comes ! — O honey nurse, what news ? 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. ^Eait Peter. 

Jul. Now, good sweet nurse, — O lord ! why 
look'st thou sad ? 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 
If good, thou sham'st the musick of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave a while ;— 
Fye, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had ! 

* I>rive ber, as a l>all stnick with a bandy ; I. e. a batt oir battle* 
dare* 
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Jul I would^ tbou hadst my bones^ and I thy 
news : 
Nay, eome, I pray thee, speak ;— good, good nurse, 
speak. 

Nurse. Jesu ! What haste ? Can you not stay 
awhile ? 
Do you not see, that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast 
breath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, is't good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice; 
you know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no, 
not he ; though his face be better than any man's, 
yet his leg excels all men's ; and for a hand, and a 
foot, and a body, — though they be not to be talked 
on, yet they are past compare : He is not the flower 
of courtesy, — but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a 
Iamb. — Go thy ways, wench ; serve God.-^What, 
have you dined at home ? 

Jill. No, no : But all this did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurse. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head 
have I ? 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o't'other side, — O, my back, my back ! — 
Beshrew* your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. I'faith, I am sorry that thou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my 
love? 

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman. 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuous: — Where is your 
mother ? 

• III betide. " 



d by Google 



48 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act U. 

Jul. Where is nay mother ? — why, she is within 5 
Where should she be ? How oddly thou reply'st ? 
Your hve says like an honest gentleman^ — 
Where is your mother ? ^ ^ 

Nurse. O, God's lady dear ! 

Are you so hot ? Marry, come up, I trow 5 
Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jul. Here's such a coil*, — come, what says Ro- 
meo ? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence* 
cell. 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks. 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; I nrust another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark : 
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Jul Hie to high fortune ! — honest nurse, fare- 
well. [Exeunt; 



SCENE vr. 

Friar Laurence's cell. 
Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act. 
That after hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Bom. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can. 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 

• Noise, bustle. 
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Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends^ 
And in their triumph (^e ; like fire and powder^ 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness, 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here cpmes the lady i—O} so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lov^r m^y bestride thegoasamers* 
Xb^ idle in the wanton jsummer air, 
Aod yet.Qpt fall; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Gopd even to my ghostly ^confessor. 

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter^ for us 
both. 

Jul, A» much to him^ else are his thanks too 
much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazont it^ then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich musick's tongue 
Unfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceitt, more rich in matter than in words. 
Brags pf his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me^ and we will make 
short work ; 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone. 
Till bdy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt. 

* The tong white filament which flies in the air. 
^ Mat; display. ^Imagination. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. JpubUcplace. 

Enter Miercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercntio, let's retire; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl ; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me 
his sword upon the table, and says, Qod send me no 
need of thee! and, by the operation of the second 
cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, there 
is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in ihj 
mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be 
moody, and as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, *we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou ! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou 
bast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eyes ; What eye, but suqh an eye, would spy 
out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, 
as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath 
been beaten as addle as an eggj for quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in 
the street, because he hath wakened thy dog that 
bath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before 
Easter ? with another, for tying bis new shoes with 
old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar« 
reUing ! 
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Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art^ any 
man should buy the fee-simple of my life for an 
hour and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee^simple ? O simple ! 

Enter Tybalt^ and others. 

Ben. By my head, here, come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

T\fb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them. — 
Gentlemen, good den ; a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? Couple 
it with something ; make it a word and a blow. 

7^6. You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if 
you win give me occasion. 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion without 
giving ? 

lyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo,-^ 

Mer. Consort? what, dost thou make us min- 
strels ? an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear 
nothing but discords : here's my fiddlestick ; here's 
that shall make you dance. 'Zounds, consort 1 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men ; 
Either withdraw into some private place. 
Or reason coldly of your grievances. 
Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let 
them gaze; 
I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

T^b. Well, peace be with you, sir; here comes 
my man. 

Mer. But I'll be hang'd, sir, if he wear your 
livery : 
Marry, go before to field, he'll be your foltower ; 
Your worship, in that sense, may call him — man. 

T^b. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford 
No better term than this — Thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
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To such a greetings j — ^Villain am I none ; 
Therefore farewell 5 I see, thou know^stt me liotf. 

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injfiries 
That thou hast <hine ne ; therefore torn, and draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur'd thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise. 
Till thou shalt knovr the reason of my love : 
And so, good Capulet,'^wbick name I tender 
As dearly as mine own,^-be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, disbonouraMe, vile sobmissiotl ! 
A la steceata* carriesf it away. • [Drmo^. 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tyb. What would'st thou have with me? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing,^ but onefof yoof, 
nine lives ; that if mean to nmke bold withal, and, 
as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest d 
the eight. Will jmx phick your sword out of his 
fikherf by the ears? make haste, lest mine be about 
your ears ere it be out. 

Jh^. I am forydtt. [DFOitging* 

Rom. Oentle Mercutio, pot thy rapfer np. 

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. [Tney fi^hu 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; 
Beat down their weapons :^*Geiitlemen, for lAtadie 
Forbear thifit outrage ;—Ty balb-^Mercutio— 
The prince expresriy hath forbid this bandying 
In Verona streets : — hold, Tybalt ;— good Mercutio. 
[Exetmt Tybalt and his Partizans. 

Mer. I am hurt : 
A plague o' both the houses 1 — ^I am sped :— 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 'tis 
enough. — 
Where is my page ?— go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page. 

Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 

* The Italian term for a thrust or stab with a rapier, 
t Case or scabbard. 
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as a churcb*door ; but 'tis eoougb^ 'twill serve : 
9sk for me to^morrow^ and you shall find ine a 
grave man, I am pepper'd^ I warrant, for tbis 
world :— A plague o'botb your houses ! — ^Zounds, a 
dog^ a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to 
death ! a braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by 
the book of arithmetick ! — Why, the devil, came 
you between us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for tbe best. 

Ahr. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I shall faint. — A plague o'both your houses 1 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
I have it, and soundly too : — Your houses ! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Ami. This gentleman, the prince's near ally. 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman : — O sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me elffeminate, 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel. 

Be-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead ; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. . 

Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

Rom. Alive 1 in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 
Away to heaven, respective* lenity. 
And fire-ey'd fury be my conductf now ! — 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 
That late thou gav'st m^ ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

* Cool, centidcrato gentleoeM. f Conduct for coaductor. 
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Staying for liiiiie to keep bim company ; 
Either thou, or I^ or both, most go with faii»« 

Thfb. Thou, wretched boy, that Aidsi consort*^ 
hini here, 
Shadt with him hence. 

2iom. This shall deterittiiie that. 

[They fight; Tybait/ato. 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone ! 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : 
Stand not amazM :— the prince will doom Aeed^ath^ 
If thou art taken ;— hence ! — be gone ! — away ! 

jRom. 1 I am^fortune's fool \ 

Ben. Why dost thou stay ? 

[Exit Romeo. 

Efder Citizens, ffc. 

1 Cit. Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me 5 

I charge thee in the prince's nan>e, obey. 

Enter Prince attended; Montague, Capulet^ their 
WiveSf and others. 

Prince. Where are the vile beginners of ttris fray ? 

Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother's 
cbikl 1 
Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true f. 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. — 
O cousin, cousin ! 

Prince. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did 
slay 5 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 

* Accompany. f Jott and nprigbt. 
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How meie^ the quarrel was, and xxrg'd witiial 
Your higb displeasure i^^Mi- this^^ultar^ 
With gentle breathy calm look, knees hunAly 

bow'd,— i-' 
Could not take truce with llij& unnily spleen 
Of TybaM deaf to peace, iiat that be tilts 
With piercing steel i^ b6kl Mercutio's breast ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deiUily poiiHl to point, 
And, With a martial scorn, with one baod beats 
Gold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, 
flbW, friends ! friends^ 'port / and, swifter than his 

tongue. 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points. 
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge. 
And to*t they go like lightning ; for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain j 
And, as he fell, dkl Romeo turn and fly « 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife. 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prince, Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Man. Not Romeo, prince, be was Mercutio's 
friend ; 
His fault concludes but, what the law should end. 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prince. And, for that offence. 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hates' proceeding, 

* Slight, unimportant. 
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My bkiod for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But rU amerce* yoii with so strong a fine. 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses. 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in hast^. 
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will ; 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
A room in Capulet's house. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul, Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performiug night ! 
Tliat run-away's eyes may wink 5 and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd-of, and unseen !-^ 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night. — Come, civil f night. 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 
And learn me how to lose a winning match. 
Play 'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods ; 
Hood myimmann'd blood bating in my cheeks]:, 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown 

bold, 
•Think true love acted, simple modesty. 
Come, night ! — Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in 

night ! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. — 

• Punish by fine, f Grave, iolemn. % These are terms of fakonry. 
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Ck)nie, gentle Qight; come^ loviag, btack-brow^cl 

night. 
Give nde mj Romeo : mk}, #ten be «ttiitl die, 
Take him, and cut him out in little stars. 
And he will make the face of beaten so fine. 
That all the world will be ki love with liight. 
And pay no worship to the garish* sun. — 
O, I bave bought the mansion of a love. 
But not possessed it; and, though I am sold. 
Not yet enjoy'd s So tedious fe this day. 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child, that bath new robes, 
And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse, 

J&iier Nurse, toUh cards. 
And she brings news ; and every tofigue tlmt speaks 
But Romeo's namfe, speaks heaverily eloquence.*- 
Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? 

th6 cords. 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cortls.^ 

[Throws them dowif. 
Jul. Ah me ! what news ? why dost thou wHng 

thy hands ? 
Nurse, Ah weH-a-day ! he's dead, he*s dead, lie's 
dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone !— 
Alack the day ! — he's gone, he's kiJl'd, he's dead ! 
Jul. Can heaven b^ so ehvious 9 
Nurse. Romeo can,- 

Tliough heaven camiet :— O Rom^o ! Romeo ! — 
Who ever would have tliought it?— Romeo ! 
Jid. What devil art thoil, that ctost torment me 
thus ? 
This torture ^ould be roar'd in dtenval hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thoil but /f , 
And that bare vowel I shall poison more 

• Gaudy, showy. 
f lo Shakspeare's time the affirmatiTe particle ay was usually written 
/, and here it is ifiecessary to retain the old spelling. 
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Than thc^ deatb^darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I^ if there be such an /; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer^ /* 

If he be slain, say /; or if not, no : 

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. 

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine 
eyes, — 
God save the mlark 1 — here, on his manly breast : 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as ashes, all bedawb'd in blood. 
All in gore blood ; I swooned at the sight. 

Jul. O break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt, break 
at once 1 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nutse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt I honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaughtered ; and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul O God i— did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's 
blood ? 

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day 1 it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face \ 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant 1 fiend angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb I 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 
A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 
O, nature ! w*hat hadst thou to do in hell. 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? 
Was ever book, containing such vile matter. 
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So &irly bound ? O^ that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. ' There's no trust,' 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all peijur'd, 
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. — 
Ah^ Where's my man ? give me some agua tnto ••— 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me 

old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! - 

JuL Blister'd be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not born to shame : 
Upon bis brow shame is asham'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown 'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a beast was 1 to chide at him 1 

NuTBe. Will you speak well of bim that kill'd 
your cousin ? 

Jui. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth* thy 

name. 
When I, thy three hours* wife, have mangled it :— 
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ? 
That villain cousin would have kiird my husband : 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my hus- 
band : 
All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death. 
That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory. 
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds : 
T^halt is deady and Romeo — banished ; 
That — hanisliedy that one word — banished, 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybaltsf. Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 

* To MtnMtAf in ancient language, it to ttrohe^ to carets, 
f i, e. It worte than the lost of ten tbootand Tybaltt, 
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Or, — ^if sour woe delights in fellowship. 

And needly will be ranked with other griefs,— 

Why foUow'd not, when she said — ^Tybalt's dead^ 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both. 

Which modern* lamentation might have mov'd ? 

But, with a rear- ward following Tybalt's death, 

Jtomeo w banished, — to speak that word. 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead : — Romeo is banish^dy — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound. 

In that word's death ; no words can that woe 

sound. — 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

Nurse. Weeping £^nd wailing over Tybalt's corse ; 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

/uL Wash they his wpf^nds with te^rs ? niine 
shall be spent, 
Whep theirs are dry, for Rpmeo's banishment. 
Taj^e up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are beguil'd. 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil'd : 
He made you for a highway to my bed ; 
But I, a maid, die maiden- widowed. 
Come, cords; come, nurse; I'll to my wedding- b^d 5 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurse. Hie to your chamber : I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you :— I wotf well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night 3 
I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

JuL O find him ! give this ring to my true knight. 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. 

[EoseunU 

• Common* f Kdow. 
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SCENE IIL 
Friar LAurence's celL v 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth^ tbou fear- 
ful man : 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And tbou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom. Father, what news ? what is the prince's 
doom? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not ? 

fH. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with i^ch sour company : 
I bring tb^e tidings of the prince's doom. 
Rom. What less than doom Vday is the prince's 

doom? 
Fri. A gentler judgment vanished from his lips ; 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 

Rom, Ha! banishment? be merciful, say — death: 
For exile hath more terror in his look. 
Much more than death : do not say — banishment. 

FH. Hence from Verona art thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

iicmi. There is no world without Verona walls. 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence banished is banish'd from the world. 
And world's exile is dealli : — ^then banishment 
Is death mis-term'd : calling death — banishment. 
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 
Fri. O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy &ult our law calls death ; but the kind prince. 
Taking thy part, hath riish'd aside the la\y. 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 
Jiom. Tis torture, and jpot mercy : heaven is here, 

VOL. X. o 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



G2 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act UI. 

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog. 

And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her. 

But Romeo may. not. — More validity*. 

More honourable state, more courtship lives 

In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 

And steal immortal blessing from her lips ; 

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, . 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 

But Romeo may not : he is banii^hed : 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ; 

They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife^ 

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean. 

But — banished— to kill me ; banished ? . 

O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 

Howlings attend it : How hast thou the heart. 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolyer, and my friend profess'd. 

To mangl^ me with that word— banishment? 

Pn. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a 
word, 

jBom. O, thou wilt speak again on banishment. 

Fri. rU give thee armour to keep off that word 5 
Adversity's sweet.milk, philosophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished ?— Hang up philosophy I 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom ; 
It helps not, it prevails not; talk no mpre. 

JFri. O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Rom. How should they, when that wise men have 
no eyes ? , , 

Fri. Let nie dispute with thee of jthy estate. 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thpu dost 
not feel: 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 

• Wortb, Talue. 
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An hour but married^ Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like me, and like me banished, 

Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear 

thy hair, 
And fall upon, the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 
Fri. Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thy- 
self. [Knocking within. 
Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart^sick 
groans. 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

[Knocking. 
Fri. Hark, how they knock ! — Who's there ? — 
Romeo, arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken : — Stay a while : stand up ; 

[Knocking. 
Run to my study : — By and by : — God's will ! 
What wilfulness is this ? — I come, I come. 

• [Knocking. 

Who knocks so hard ? whence come you ? whar s 
your will } . 
Nijwse. [Within.'] Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand 5 
I come from lady Juliet. 
Fri. Welcome then. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. O, holy friar, O, tell me, hqly friar, 
Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears 
macie drunk. 

Nurse. 0,.he is even in 4Biy mistress' case, 
Just in her case ! 

Fri. O woeful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she. 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber- 
ing;— 
Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake,, for her sake, rise and stand 5 
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Why should you Ml into m deep lui O ? 

Bom. Nurse ! 

, Nurse. Ah sir I ah sir 1— -Well^ death's the end 
ofalL 

Ram. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? how is it with b^ i 
"Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Notv I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My concealed lady to our canceird love ? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and 
weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries. 
And then down faUs again. 

Bom. As. if that name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 
Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand 
Murder'd her kinsmta. — O tell me, friar, tell me. 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion, [Drawing hi$ sward* 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art; ' 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote . 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 
Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
1 thought thy disposition better tempered. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt ? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee. 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the-hcaven, and earth ? 
Since birth, and heaven, and eaith, all three do meet 
In thee at once ; which thou at once would'st lose. 
Fye, fye ! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit ; 
Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all. 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shiq^e, thy love, thy wit. 
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Thy noble shape is bat a form of wax. 
Digressing from the valonr of a man : 
Thy dear lave, sworn, but liollow perjury, 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherj^ : 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and loi^e, 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them; both, 
like powder in a skiH-less soldier's. flask. 
Is set on ^e by thine own ignorance. 
And thou dismember'd with thine own. defence^. 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee> 
But thou slew'st Tybi^ j tliereart thou happy too: 
The law, that threatened death, becomes tby friend. 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array j 
But, like a mis-behav'd and sullen wench. 
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed. 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set. 
For, then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your fi:iends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand time« mor^ joy 
Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 
Go before, nurse ; commend me to thy lady : 
And bid her hasten alLthe house to bed. 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

^^se. O . Lord, I could have staid here all the 
night, 
10 hear good counsel : O, what learning is !— i 
My lord,"ril tell my lady you will come.; 

Rowi; Do so, and hid my sweet prepaiie to chide. 

^urse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir. 

• Torn to pieces with tbine own weapons. 
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Hie you^ make haste^ for it grows very late. 

[ExU Nursei 

Rom. How well my comfort is revivM by this ! 

JW, Go hence : Grood night; and here stands all 
your state*; 
£ither be gone before the watch be set. 
Or by the break of day disgnis'd feom hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; Til find out youi* man^ 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good night. 

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me^ 
It were a grief^ so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. [EaceunU 



SCENE IV.. 

J room in Capulet's house. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 

CajK Things have falleti oiit, sir, so unluckily. 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
Look you^ she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly. 
And so did I ;— Well, we were bom to die.— 
'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-niffht : 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo : 
Madam, good night : commend me to your daughter. 

La. Cap. 1 will, and know her mind early to- 
morrow 5 
To*night she's mew'd upf to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate J, tender 
Of my child^s love : I think, she will be rul'd 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next— 

• The whole of jour fortune depencb on this, f Shat up. % Bold. 
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But^ soft; What day is this? 

Pctr. Mondajfi, jny lord* 

Cap. Monday i ha I ha I Well^ Wednesday is too 
soon, 
O* Thiifsday Jet it be ;-^-o' Thursday^ tell her^ 
She shall be married to this noble earl:— - 
Will you be ready ? do: you like this haste ? 
We'll keep no greiatado^ — a friend, or twos — 
For bask you> Tybalt being slain so late. 
It may be thought we held him carelessly^ 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'll have s<»nie half a dozen friends. 
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday ? 

Pc^. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-» 
morrow, . 

Cap, Weil, get you gone :— O' Thursday be it 
then :—* 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.— 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, ho 1 
Afore me, it is so very late, that we 
May call it «irly by and by: — Good night. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

Juliet's chamber. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gonef it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear 5 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. ^ • 

Ram. It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain-tops ; 
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I must be gone and livey or stay and die. 

JhU Yon light is not day-ligfait^ I know it^ I : 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales^ 
To be to thee this night a torch-bear^, 
And light thee on thy \f^y to MaAtua : 
Therefore, stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Bimi. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say, yon grey is not the morning's eye, . 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow* ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care f to stay, than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so. — 
How is't, my soul? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discords^ and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division ^ ; 
This doth not so, for she divideth us : 
Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eves ; 
O, now, I would they had chang'd voices too ! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray. 
Hunting thee hence with bunts up § to the day. 
O, now be gone ; mpre light and light it grows. 

Rom. More light aiid light ? — more dark and dark 
our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam ! 
Jul. Nurse ? 

Nurse. Your lady mother's coming to your 
chamber ; 
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

• lEadt Nurse. 

Juih Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 

* Reflection of the mooD. f Inclination. 

X Di vision wu the technical phrase for musical composition. 
§ A tune played to wake hunters^ also a morning song to a woman 
the day after marriage. 
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Rom. Farewell^ Jfirewdl! onekisi^ and Tilde* 
scend. [Roaieo de^cend^, 

Jul. Art thou goneiGlo ? my lore ! my lord ! my 
friend! ' 

I must hear from thee every day i "the hour^ 
For in a minute there are many days : 
. O ! by this count I shall be much in years. 
Ere I ^gain behold my Romeo. 

Boni. Farewell 1 I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, think'st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 

Rom» I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall sinrvd 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

jy. O God ! I have an ill-divining soul t 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eyesight fsdls, or thoii look 'St pale. 

Rom, And trust me, kwe, in my eye so* do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blocNd. Adieu 1 adieu 1 

[£xit Romeo. 

JuL O fortune, fortune!, all men call th^e fickle: 
If thou art fickle, what dost tlu>u with him 
That^is renown'd for fiitth ? Be fitckle^ fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long. 
But send him back. 

La. Cap. [Withm.] Ho, daughter ! are you up ? 

JuL Who is't that calls ? is it my lad^ mother ? 
Is she not down so late, or up so early ? ' 
What unaccustomed cause procures * her bit^ei^ } 

Etiter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet ? 
Jul. Madsim, I am not well* 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin'i|. 
death ? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 

tears ? 
An if thou could^st, thou could'st not make him Uv^i 

• Brings. 
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Therefore, have done: Some grief shows mudi of 

love ; 
But much of grief shows still soiQe want of wk» 

JuL Yet let me weep for such a feeling lobS. 

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, b^ot not the 
friend 
Which you weep for. 

JuL Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La* Cap. Weil, girl, thou weep'st not so much 
for his death. 
As -that the villain lives which slaughter'd him. 

Jul, What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo, 

JuL Villain and he are many miles asunder. 
God pardon him I I do, with ail my heart; 
And yet no man, like him, doth grieve my heart. - 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer 
lives. 

JuL Ay, madam, from the reach of these' my 
bands. 
* Would, no^e but I might venge my cousin's deaUi I 

La, Cap. We will hjave vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 
Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua, — . 
Where that same banished runagate doth live,—. 
That shall besti^w on him so sure a draught, . 
That he shaU soon keep Tybalt company: 
Attd then, 1 hope, thou wilt be satisfied. .* 

JuL Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him-r-dead — 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd : 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Ronieo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him, — 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him ! 
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La. Cap. Find thou the means, and VM find such 
a nian. 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul, And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What &re they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, 
child : 
On6, who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday 
morn. 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 
The county Paris, at Saint Peter's church. 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Efe he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and fatlier, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and, when I do, I swear. 
It shall be Romeo, whbm you know I hate, 
Rathei" than Paris : — These are news indeed ! 

La. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him so 

' yourself. 

And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew; 
But for the sunset df my brother's son. 
It rains downright.— 

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears ? 
Ever more showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind ; 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs 5 
Who, — ^raging with thy tears, and they with them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
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Thy tempest-tossed body.— How now, wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our decree ? 

La. Cap. Ay, sii^ ; but she will none, she gives 
you thanks. 
I would, the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you^ 
wife. 
How! will she none? doth she not give us thanks? 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her blessed. 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

JuL Not proud, you have; but thankful, that 
you have : 
Proud can I never beof what I hate ; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. How now! how now, chop->-logick! What 
is this} '^ 
Proud, — and, I thank you,-— and, I thank you not;— 
And yet not proud ; — ^Mistress minion, you. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds. 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next^ 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church. 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion ! out, you baggage 1 
You tallow face I 

La. Cap. Fye, fye ! what, are you mad ? 

Jul. Good fatho*, I beseech you on my knees. 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 
I tell thee what,— get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face u 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me : 
My fingers itch.— Wife, we scarce thought us 

bless'd. 
That God had sent us but this only child ; 
But now 1 see this one is one too much. 
And that we have a curse in having her : 
Out on her, hilding* ! . 

* Base womaD. 
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Nurse. God in heaven bless her ! — 

You are to blame^ my lord, to rate her so. 

Cc^p. And why^ my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue. 
Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go, 

Nurs^. I speak no treason. 

Cap, O, God ye good den ! 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl. 
For here we need it not. 

La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap.' God's bread I it makes me mad; Day, 
night, late, early. 
At home, abroad, alone, in company. 
Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage, 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
Stuffd (as they say) with honourable part^ 
ProportiojiM as one's heart could wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender. 
To answer — Fll not wed^ — I cannot hve^. 
I am too young y-^I pray j/om, pardon me ; — 
But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 
Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 
Look to't, think pn't, I do not pse to jest. 
Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise : 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my jBriend ; 
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i'the streets. 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee. 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. [Exit. 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of my grief? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt^lies. 

VOL. X. H 

bigitized by Google 



74 ROMEO AND JULIET. [Act Hjl 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a 
word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [EaAU 

Jul. O God !— O nurse ! how shall this be pre- 
vented ? 
My husband is on earth, my feith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to eardb, 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth ? — comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself ! — 
What say'st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse« 

Nurse. 'Faith, here 'tis : Romeo 

Is banished ; and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 
Then, since the case so stands as now It doth, 
I think it best you married with the county. 
O, he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam. 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 
I think you are happy in this second match. 
For it excels you^ first ; or if it did^not. 
Your first is dei^d : qr 'twere as good he were. 
As living here and you no i^ of him. 

Jul. Speakest thou fropi tby heart ? 

Nurse. From my spul too ; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul. Amen ! 

Nurse. To what } 

Jul. Well, thou b^st pomfprted me marvellous 
much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone, 
Hav4ng displeas'd my father, to Laurence' cell. 
To make confession, and to be absolv'd. 

Nurse. Marry, I will j and this is wisely done. 

[Exit, 

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend ! 
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Is it more sin — lo wsh me thus forsworn. 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 

Which she hath prais'd hitn with above compare 

So many thousand times ? Go, counsellor ; 

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.— 

I'll U> the friar, to know his remedy ; 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I. Friar Laurence's celL 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

JFW. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very sbovt, 

Par. My father Capulet will have it so; 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say, you do not know the lady's mind^ 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weepa for Tybalt's death, 
And therefore have I little talk'd of love $ 
For Venus smiles not in a hou$e of tears. 
Now, sir, her fother counts it dangerous. 
That she doth give ber sorrow so a^uch sway ^ 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage. 
To stop the iaundadon of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone. 
May be put from her by society : 
Now do you kuow the reason of this haste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be slow'd. 

[Jside. 
Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my celL 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 
Jul. That may be, sir, when I may he a wife. 
Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 

next. 
Jul. What must be shall be. 
Fri. That's a certain text. 
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Par. Ck)me you to make confession to this father? 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to Inm, that you love me. 

Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him. ' 

Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price. 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd with tears. 

Jul. The tears have got small victory by that; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrongest it, more than tears^ with that 
report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 
And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine^ and thou hast slander'^ it. 

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 
Are you at leisure, holy fother, now; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensi^ daughter^ 
now: — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion ! — . 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. 

[ExitFBris. 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me ; Past hope, past cure, past 
help ! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits : 
I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it^ 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this. 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help. 
Do thou but call my resolution wise, 
And with this knife TU help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands ; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd. 
Shall be the label to another deed. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



ScBHB I.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 77 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another^ this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long*experienc'd time. 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire* ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission f of thy years and art 
Could tojio issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak ; I long to die. 
If irhat thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, daughter 3 I do spy a kind of hope. 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 
If, rather than to marry county Paris, 
Thou hadst the strength of will to slay thyself : 
Then is it likely, thou, wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, ^ 
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if tbou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy. 

Jul, O, bid me leap, rather th^m marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me witli roaring bears; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones. 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless scuUs ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, . 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; ^ 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 

tremble.; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstained wife to my. sweet love. 

FrL Hold, then ; go home, he merry, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is torinorrow ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 

• Deoide the ttrugf^le between me and mj dittretiet. 

f Aotbority or power. 

H 2 
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When^ presently^ through all thy vei&B dhall ran 
A cold and drowsy humour^ which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural ^ogress, but surcease to bc^t t 
No warmdi^ no bi-eath, shall testify thou llv'st j 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shikll fiade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes* windows Mlf 
Like deaths when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part^ deprived of supple government^ 
Shall stiff, am stark, and cold, appear Hke death t 
And in this borrowed likeness of shrank death 
Thou shalt remain fiill two and forty hours. 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the rooraing come? 
To rcmse thee fit>m thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 
In thybest robes uncoverM on the bier. 
Thou shalt be borae to that same ancient vaults 
Where all the kifidred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou i^alt awake, * 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua, 
And this shaH free thee from this present shame ; 
If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abiite thy valour in the acting it. 

Jill. Give me, O give me 1 tell me not of fear. 

FH. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve : I'll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love, give me strength 1 and strength shall 
help aflRnrd. 
Farewell^ dear fother I [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 
A room m Capulet's hotise. 

Enter Capuleti Lady Capiilet, Nurse, and Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.— 

[EWr Servant 
Sirrab^ go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Serv. You shall have none ill^ sir; for I'll try if 
tliey can lick their fingerS. 

Cap. H6w canst thou ti7 them so ? 

2 Serv. Marry^ sir^ - tis an ill cook that canned lick 
his own fingers : therefore he^ that- cannot lick his 
fingers, goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, begone.—- [ExU dervanl. 

We shall be much unlurnish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 

Nmae. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, h^ may chance to do some good on 
her : 
A 'peevish self-wilFd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift^ with 
merry look. 

Cap. How now, tny headstrong ? where have you 
been gadding ? 

Jul. Where 1 have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests f ; and am enjoined 
By holy lAurence to fall prostrate here. 
And beg your. pardon :— Pardon, I beseech you I 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the county ; go tell him of this ; 
ril have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence* cell j 
And gave him what becomed X love I might, 

• Coofettioo. t CommaiMU. I Becoming. 
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Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty* 

Cap. Wby^ 1 am glad on't ; this is wei\, — stand up : 
This is as't should be. — Let me see the county ; 
Ayi marry^ go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar. 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul Nurse, will you go with me into my closet. 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her :— we'll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision ; 
Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush ! I will stir about. 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 
I'll notvto bed to-night; — ^let me alone ; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. — ^What, ho !— 
They are all forth : Well, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow : my heart is wond'rous light. 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd. 

lExeuHt. 

SCENE III. 
Juliet's chamber. 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best:-— But, gentle 
nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons* 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

• Prayert. 
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Enter Lady X^apulet. 

La. Cap. What, are you busy ? do you need my 
help ? 

Jul. NO) madam; we have culFd such necessaries 
As are behovefiil for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full lall. 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

lExeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Jul. Farewell ! — God knows, when we shall meet 
again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
ril call them bftck again to comfort me 3 
Nurse ! — ^What should she do here ? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.— 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Must I of force be married to the county ? — 
No, no 5 — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead j 
Lest in this mairriage he should be dishonoured. 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not. 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought.-— 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the tiitoe that Rotneo 
C!ome to redeem me ? there's a fearful point ! 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in^ 
Arid there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 
Or, if 1 live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death and night. 
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T<^ether with the terror of the place^ — 
As in a vaBit, an ancient receptacle^ 
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of ail my buried ancestors are pacl^'d ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth^^ 
Lies festering in his shroud 5 where, as they say. 
At some hours in the night spirits resort 3 — 
Alack, alack I is it not like, that I, 
So early waking— what with loathsome smells j 
And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earthy 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad* } — 
O ! if 1 wake, shall I not be distraught f. 
Environed with all these hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's booe. 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 
O, look 1 methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier's point : — Stay, Tybalt, stay !— 
Romeo, I come 1 this do I driuk to thee. 

[She throws herself on the bed. 



SCENE IV. 
Capulet's hall. 

Enter hady Capulet cmd Nurse. 

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, aud fetch more 

spices, nurse. 
Nurse, They call for dates and quinces in the 

pastryt. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath 
crow'd, 

• Tlie fabulous accoantt of the plant called mandrake give It a de- 
gfoe of animal life, and «ay that when it is torn from the grqand it 
groaosy which is fatal to him that pulls it up. 

•f Distracted. X The room where pies, were nadt. 
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The curfeu bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock :— 
LfOok to the bak'd meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go. 

Get you to bed 5 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow 
For this night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit 5 What ! I have watch'd ere 
now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt* in 
your time ; 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capuiet and Nurse. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood I — ^Now, fel- 
low. 
What's there ? 

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets. 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not 

what. 
Cap. Make haste, make haste. {Eccit I Serv.]—* 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs ; 
CM Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs. 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Eait. 

Cap. 'Mass, and well said ; A merry whoreson ! 
ha. 
Thou shalt be logger-head. — Good faith, 'tis day : 
The county will be here with musick straight, 

[Musick witMn. 
For so he said he would. I hear him near :— 
Nurse ! — Wife ! — what, ho ! — what, nurse, I say ! 

Enter Nurse. 

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up ; 
Fll go and chat with Paris. — Hie, make haste. 
Make haste ! the bridegroom he is come already : 
A^ake haste, I say. [Exeunt. 

* Mouse was a term of endeannent to a woroao. 
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t 

SCENE V. 
Juliet's chamber; Juliet on the bed. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Mistress! — ^what, mistress! — Juliet! — fast, 

1 warrant her, she :— ^ 
Why, lamb ! — why, lady ! — fye, you slug-a-bed ! — 
Why, love, I say ! — madam ! sweet-heart ! — why, 

bride ! 
What, not a word ? — ^you take your pennyworths 

now; 
Sleep for a week : for the next night, I warrant. 
The county Paris hath set up his rest. 
That you shall rest but little. — God forgive me, 
(Marry and amen !) how soimd is she asleep ! 
I needs must wake her : — Madam, madam, madam ! 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 
He'll fright you up, i'faith.— Will it not be ? 
What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again ! 
I must needs wake you : Lady I lady ! lady! 
Alas ! alas ! — Help ! help ! my lady's dead ! — 
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born ! — 
Some aqua-vitflB, ho !-^my lord ! my lady ! 

Enter Lady Cspulet. ^ 

La. Cap. What noise is here ? 

Nurse, O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. What is the matter ? 

Nurse, • Look, look ! O heavy day ! 

La, Cap. O me, O me ! — my child, my only life. 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee ! — 
Help, help ! — call help. 

Entei' Capulet. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is 
come. 
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Nurse. She's dead^ deceas'd^ she's dead; alack 

the day ! 
La. Cap. Alack the day ! she's dead^ she's dead^ 

she's dead 1 
Cap. Ha ! let me see her : — Out^ alas ! she's 
cold ; 
Her blood is settled ; and her joints are stiff; 
Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time ! unfortunate old man ! 
Nurse. O lamentable day ! 
La. Cap. O wofiil time ! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make 
me wail. 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, with Musicians. 

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return : 
O son, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy bride : — See, there she 

lies. 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 
My daughter he hath wedded I I will die. 
And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's. 

Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's 
face. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hatefiil 
day ! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of Jbis pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child. 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight. 

Nurse. O woe ! O woful, woful, woful day f 
Most lamentable day ! most woful day, 

VOL. X. I 
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That ever, ever, I did jret behold ! 

O day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day ! 

Never was seen so black a day as this : 

O wofiiV day, O woful day ! 
Par. Beguird, divorced, wronged, spited^ slain ! 

Most detestable death, by thee beguird. 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !— 

O love ! O life ! — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd; killed! 

Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now 

To murder murder our solemnity ? — 

O child! O child! — my soul, and not my child !-^ 

Dead art thou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead ; 

And, with my child, my joys are buried. 

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives 
not 

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maid: 

Your part in her you could not k^ep from death ^ 

But Heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The most you sought v^as— her promotion; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanced; 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced. 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill. 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 
She's not well married, that lives married long ; 
But she's best married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is. 
In all her best array bear her to church i 
For though fond nature bids us all lament. 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap. AH things, that we ordained festival. 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, Ip melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding (jheer, to a sad burial-feast i 
Our solemn hymns tp sullen dirges change ; 
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Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
And all things change them to the contrarjr. 

Fri. Sir, go you in,~and, madam, go with him 5 — 
And go, sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do lour upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will. 

[Exeunt Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris, and Friar. 

1 Mus. Taith, we may put up our pipes, and be 
gone. 

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up; put up; 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 

[Exit Nurse. 

1 Mu8. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, O, mu^cians. Heart's ease, heart's 
ease ; O, an you will have me live, play — heart's 
ease. 

1 Mus. Why heart's ease ? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
— My heart is fuU of woe : O, play me some merry 
dump*, to comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a dump we; 'tis no time to p'lay 
now. 

Pet. You will not then ? 

2 Mus. No. 

P^t. I wUl then give it you soundly. 

1 Mtis. What will you give us ? 

Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the^leekf : I 
will give you the minstrel. 

1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-crea- 
ture. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dag- 
ger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets : I'll 
re you, I'll fa you i Do you note me ? 

* Dumps were heavy moaitifal tunes. 

f To gUtk it to scoff, and a gkthman signified a minstrel. 
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1 Mu9. An you re us, and /a us, you note us. 

2 Mu8. Pray you put up your dagger, and put 
out your wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit j I will dry- 
beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dag- 
ger : — Answer me like men : 

When griping grief the heart doth wound, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress^ 
Thenmusick, with her silver sound; 

Why, t&oer sound f why, musick with her silver 
' sound? 
What say you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet 
sound. 

Pet. Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck* ? 

2 Mus. 1 say — silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too !— What say you, James Sound- 
post? 
8 Mus. Taith,J know not what to say. 
Pet. O, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer : I 
^ will say for you. It is musick with her siher sound, 
' because such fellows as you have seldom gold for 
sounding : 

Then musick with her silver sound. 
With speedy help doth lend redress. . 

[Exit, singing. 

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same ? 

2 Mus^ Hang him. Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt. 

* * And the jocand reb^ks sound/— Milton. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. Mantua. A street. 

Enter Romeo. 

Sam. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep^ 
My dreams presage some joyful news at band : 
My bosom's lord^ sits lightly in bis throne ; 
And| all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 

think), 
And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips. 
That I reviv'd and was an emperor. 
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possessed. 
When but love's shadoi^s are so rich in joy ! 

Enter Baltbasar. 

News from Verona ! — How now, Baltbasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ? 
How fares my Juliet ? That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

BqI. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill ; 
Her body sleeps in Capels' monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives ; 
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And presently took post to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing these ill news,^ 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so ? then I defy you, stars f — 
Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and paper^ 
And hire post-horses; I will hence to--night. 

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 

* i. e. LoTC. 
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Some miBadyenture. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do : 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

BaL No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter : get thee gone. 

And hire those horses ; 1*11 be with thee straight. 

. [Exit Balthasar. 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
Let's see for means : — O, mischief, thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 
1 do remember an apothecary,— 
And hereabouts he dweUs,-^whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples* ; meager were his looks. 
Sharp misery bad worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An alligator stuff 'd, and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes. 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said*— 
An if a man did need a poison now, 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Snter Apothecary. 

Jp. Who calls so loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man.— I see that thou art 
/ poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geerf 

• Herbs. f Stuff. 
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As will disperse itself through all the velns^ 

That the liife-weary taker may fall dead ; 

And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 

As violently, as h^sty powder fir*d 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness. 
And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes. 
Upon thy back haugs ragged misery. 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Jp. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

Rom. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

jfy. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
CMf twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 

Bcrni. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's 
souls. 
Doing more m^iirders in this loathsome world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st not 

sell: 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.— - 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
Friar Laurence's cell 

Enter Friar John. * 
John. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho ! 
Enter Friar Laurence. 

jLati. This same should be the voice of friar 
John. — 
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Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo ? 
Or^ if his mind be writ^ give me his. letter. 

John. Going to find a barefoot brother out^ 
One of our order to associate me, 
Here in this city visiting the sick^ 
And finding him, the searchers of the town^ 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was stayed. 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Romeo? 

John. I could not send it, — here it is again,-^ 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice*, but full of charge, 
Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John, go hence ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother, TU go and bring it thee. [ExU. 

Lau. Now must I go to the monument alone : 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come : 
Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb ! 

[Exit. 

* I • e. On a tririal or idle sabject. 
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SCENE m. 

A church-yard f in it, a monument belonging to the 
Capulets. 

Enter Paris j and his Page^ bearing flowers and 
a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand 
aloof 3 — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along. 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow gi^ound ; 
So shall no foot upon the church-yiu*d tread 
(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,) 
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me. 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me ^ose flowers* Do as I bid thee> go. 

Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. 

[JRetires. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bridal 
bed: 
Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain. 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
That living honoured thee, and, being dead, 
With, funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

[The boy whistles. 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 
To cross my obsequies, and true-love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — muffle me, night, a while. 

[Retires. 

Enter, Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch, 
mattock, 6fc. 

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching 
iron. 
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Hold, take this letter ; early in the morniDg 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light : Upon thy life I charge thee^ 

Whate'er thou hear'^t or seest, stand all idoof^ 

And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Is, partly, to behold my lady's fece : 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I must use 

In dear employment^ : therefore hence, be gone : — 

But if thou, jealous, doet return to pry 

In what I further shall intend to <lo, 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And strew this hungry church^yard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are savage- wild ; 

More fierce, and more inexorable far, 

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Ram. So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take 
thou that : 
Live, and be prosperous; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. {^Retires. 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of deatii 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

\_Breakitig open the door of the wormmei/d. 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banish 'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's cousin; — with which grief. 
It is supposed the fair creature died ; — 
And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.— • 

[Advances. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I 
hither.— 

* i. e» Action of inportancv. 
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Good gentle, youth^ tempt not a desperate mati^ / 
Fly hence and leave me; — ^tbink upon these gone; 
Liet them affright thee. — I beseech thee^ youth^ 
Heap not another sin upon my head^ 
By urging me to fury :— O, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself: 
JFor I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, begone ; — live, and hereafter say— 
A madman's mercv bade thee run away* 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations*. 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Bom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, 

* boy. [They fight. 

Page. O lord ! they fight : I will go call the watch. 

[Eidt Page. 
Par. O, I am slain! [FaUs.'] — If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Julii&t. [Dies. 

Rom. In faith, I will :r— Let me peruse this face; — 
Mercutio's kinsman, npble county Paris : — 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not atteiAl him as we rode ? I think. 
He told me, Paris should have married Juliet : 
Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him tidk of Juliet, 
To think it was so ? — O, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune^s book ! 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave,r^ 
A grave ? O, no ; a lantemf, slaughtered youth. 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence % full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd. 

[Laying Paris in the monument. 
How oft when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Call this a lightning ? — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 

* I do refnte to do 9t then c<mjure»t me to do^ 1. 1 . depart, 
f The allasion it to a loan-e or turret full of wiodowt, by meant of 
which ancient balli^ &c. are illaminated. % Presence-chamber. 
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Hath bftd no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not oonquer'd 5 beauty's ensign yet 

Is crimson in thy lips^ and in thy cheeks^ 

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 

Tybalt^Jiest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee. 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain^ 

To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin ! — Ah ! dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fftir ? Shall I believe 

That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 

Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart again ; here, here will I remain 

With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O^ here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your 

last! 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death i — 
Come, bitter conduct*, come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love ! — [Drinks.'] O, true apothecary! 
Thy drugs are quick. — ^Thus with a kiss I die, 

[Dies. 

Enter at the other end of the church-yard^ Friar 
Laurence, icith a lanterny crofo, and spade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves ? — Who's there ? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows 
you well. 

-Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good iny friend^ 

* CoDdactor. 
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What torch is yond'^ that vaialy lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless sculls ? as I discern^ 
It burnetb in the Capels' monument. 

BaL It doth so, holy sir ; and there^s my master. 
One that you love, 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Bah Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

Bal. Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Bal I dare not, sir ; 

My master knows not, but I am gone hence j 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did stay to look on his intent?. 

Fri. Stay then, I'll go alone : — Fear comes upon 
me : 
O, much i fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought. 
And that my master slew him. 

Fri. Romeo ! 

[Advances. 
Alack, alack \ what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entranfe of this sepulchre ? — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolour 'd by this place of peace ? 

[Enters the monument. 
Romep ! O, pale ! — Who else ? what, Paris too ? 
And steep 'd m blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! — 
The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes and stirs* 

Jul O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord ? 
I do remember well where I should be. 
And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? 

[Noise mthin. 

Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that 
nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep; 
A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 

VOL. X. K 
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Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead; 
And Paris too. Come^ I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet. — [Noise a^atw.] I dare stay 

no longer. [Exit. 

Jul Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
What's here ? a cup, clos'd in my thie love's hand? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end ; — 
O churl ! drink all ? and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after ? — I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them. 
To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses him. 
Thy lips are warm ! 

1 Watch. [Within.] Lead, boy :— Which way ? 
Jul Yea, noise? — then I'll be brief, — O happy 

dagger ! [Snatching Romeo's dagger. 

This is thy sheath ; [Stabs herselfV] there rust, and 

let me die. 

[Falls on Romeo's body, and dies. 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch 
doth burn. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody; Search about 

the church-yard : 
Go, some of you, whoe'er you find, attach. 

[Exeunt some. 
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 
Who here hath lain these two days buried. — 
Go, tell the prince,— »run to the Capulets, — 
Raise up the Montagues, — some others search ;— 

[Exeunt other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ground of all these piteous woes. 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watch, with Balthasar. 

2 Watch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in 

the church-yard. 
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1 Watch, Hold him in safety^ till the prince come 
hither. 

Enter another Watchman^ with Friar Laurence. 

S Watch. Here is a fnar^ that trembles^ sighs^ and 
weeps: 
We took this mattock and this spade from him. 
As he was coming from this church-yard side. 

I Watch^ A great suspicion ; Stay the fnar too. 

Enter the Prince and Jttendants. 

Prince. What misadventure is so early up. 
That calls our person from our morning^s rest ? 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 

abroad ? 
La. Cap.* The people in the street cry — Romeo, 
Some — Juliet, and some — Paris ; and all run. 
With open outcry toward our monument. 

Prince. What fear is this, which eturtlee i» our 

ears? 
1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris 
slain ; 
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before, 
Warm and new kill'd. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul 

murder comes. 
1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughtered Romeo's 
man; 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. . 

Cap. O, heavens 1 — O, wife ! look how our daugh- 
ter bleeds ! 
This dagger hath mistaken, — for, lo ! his house* 
Is empty on the back of Montague,— 
And it mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom. 

La. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

• t. e. Tbe tcabbard. 
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Enter Montague and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up. 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to tiight ; 
Grief of my son's exile hath jstoppM her breath : 
What further woe conspires against mine age ? 

Printe. Look, and thou shalt see. 

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this. 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while. 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring, their head, their true 

descent ; 
And then will I be general of your woes. 
And lead you even to death : Mean time forbear. 
And let mischance be slave to patience, — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least. 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Dotli make against mc, of this direful murder ; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself accused. 

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know in 
this. 

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife : 
I married them ; and their stolen-marriage-day 
Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death 
BanishM the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You — ^to remove that siege* of grief from her,— 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce. 
To county Paris : — ^Then comes she to me ; 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some nieans 
To rid her from this second marriage. 
Or, in my cell there would she kill herself* 

• Seat. 
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Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 
A sleeping-potion : which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night. 
To help to take her from her borrowed grave. 
Being the time the potion's force should cease. 
But be which bore my letter, friar John, 
Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 
Returned my letter back : Theh all alone. 
At the prefixed hour of her waking. 
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell. 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But, when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo^ dead. 
She wakes 5 and I entreated her come forth. 
And bear this work of heaven with patience : 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desperate, would not go with me. 
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself. 
All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time. 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man. 
Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this ? 

BaL I brought my master news of Juliet's death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault. 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch ? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ? 

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's 
grave; 

k2 
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And bid me stand aloof^ and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then t ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 
words, 
Their coiu^e of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes— that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. — 
Where be th^se enemies ? Capulet ! Montague ! — 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 
And I, for winking at your discords too, 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen* : — all are punish'd. 

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand^ 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more : 

For 1 will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set. 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it 
brings ; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things 5 

Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe. 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeunt. 

* Mercutio and Paris. 
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This play is one of the most pleasing of our author's per- 
formances. The scenes are busy and various, incidents nu- 
merous and important, the catastrophe irresistibly affecting, and 
the process of the action carried on with such probability, at 
least with such congruity to popular opinions, as tragedy 
reouires. 

Here is one of the few attempts of Shakspeare to exhibit the 
conversation of gentlemen, to represent the airy sprightliness of 
juvenile elegance. Mr. Dryden mentions a tradition, which 
might easily reach his time, of a declaration made by Shak- 
speare, that he was obliged to kill Mercutio in the third Act, 
lest he should have been killed by him. Yet he thinks him no 
such formidable person, but that he might have lived through 
the plai/, and died in his bed, without danger to the poet. 
Dryden well knew, had he been in quest of truth, in a pomted 
sentence, that more regard is commonly had to the words than 
the thought, and that it is very seldom to be rigorously under- 
stood. Mercutio's wit, guety, and courage, will always pro- 
cure him friends that wish him a longer lire ; but his death is 
not precipitated, he has lived out the time allotted him in the 
construction of the play ; nor do I doubt the ability of Shak- 
speare to have continued his existence, though some of his sai- 
hes are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden ; whose genius was 
not very fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour, but acute, 
argumentative, comprehensive, and sublime. ^ 

The Nurse is one of the characters in which the author de- 
lighted : he has, with ^reat subtilty of distinction, drawn her at 
once loquacious and secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and 
dishonest. 

His comic scenes are happily wrought, but his pathetic 
strains are always polluted with some unexpected depravations. 
His persons, however distressed, have a conceit left them in 
their mis^ri/, a miserable conceit. — Johnson. 



5d by Google 



d by Google 



HAMLET. 



d by Google 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Claudius, king of Denmark. 

Hamlet, son to the former king, and nephew to the present king, 

Polonius, lord chamberlain, 

Horatio, /rteii<< to Hamlet. 

Laertes, son to Polonius, 

Voltimandy ^ 

Cornelius, I ^^,*/;^,, 

Rosencrantz, f courtiers. 

Guildenstem, J 
Osric, a courtier. 
Another courtier. 
A Priest. 

Marcellus, ) «/r^^^. 
Bernardo, l ^^"^'^*- 
Francisco, a soldier. 
Reynaldo, servant to Polonius* 
A Captain. An Ambassador. 
Ghost of Hamlet's father. 
Fortinbras, prince of Norway. 

Gertrude, queen of Denmark^ and mother of Hamlet. 
Ophelia, daughter of Polonius. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Players, Grave-diggers, Sailors, 
Messengers, and other Attendants. 

Scene, Elsinore. 



d by Google 



HAMLET, 

PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



ACT I, 
SCENE I. Elsinore. A platform btfare the castle. 

Francisco on his post. Enter to him Bernardo. 

Ber. Who's there ? 

Fran. Nay^ answer me: standi and unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

-Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber. Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much thanks: 'tis bitter 
cold. 
And I am sick at heai*t. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber. Well, good night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals* of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think, I hear them. — Stand, hoi Who is 

there ? 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

* Partnert. 
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Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliev'd you ? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [Eaeit Francisco. 

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Ber. Say. 

What, is Horatio there ? 

Hor. A pi^ce of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio j welcome, good Mar- 
cellus^ 

Hor. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night ? 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar, Horatio says, 'tis but our fantasy ; ^ 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us ; 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come. 
He may approve* our eyes, and speak to it. 

Hor. Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile } 

And let us once again assail your ears. 
That are so fortified against our story. 
What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down. 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all. 
When yon same star, that's westward from the pole. 
Had made his coiu*se to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself. 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes 
again ! 

Enter Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looksitnot like the king? mark it, Horatio. 

* Make good, or establish. 
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Hor. Most like : — it harrows^ me with fear^ and 

wonder. 
Ber. It would be spoke to. 
Mar. Speak to it^ Horatio. 

Mor. What art thou^ that usurp'st this time of 
night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which tiie majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, 
speak. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay $ speak : speak, I charge thee, speak. 

lExit Ghost. 
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 
Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look 
pale : 
Is not this something more than &ntasy ? 
What think you of it? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe. 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself: 
Such was the very armour he had on. 
When he the ambitious Jiorwviy combated ; 
So frownM he once, when, in angry parlef. 
He smote the sledded]; Polack§ on the ice. 
Tis strange. 
Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump || at this dead 
hour. 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know 
not; . 
But, in the gross and Bcope of mine opinion, 
This bode» some strange eruption to our state. 
Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he idiat 
knows, 

• CoiKiaen. f Dispute. X Sledged 

I IVilaodery an iobabiUnt of PoIaDd. y Just. 

VOL. X. L 
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Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly tolls the subject of the land ; 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 
And foreign mart for implements of war | 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is't, that can inform me ? ' * 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appeared to us, • 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteemM him,) 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal'd compact. 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lantb 
Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had return'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquisher; as, by the same co-mart^. 
And carriage of the article desigtiMf, 
His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and fillip 9 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd § up a list of landless resolutes. 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach || in't : which is no other 
(As it doth well appear unto our state,) 
But to recover of us, by strong hand, 
And terms compulsatory, those 'foresaid lands 
So by his father lost : And this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations ; 
The source of this our watch ; and the chief head 

• Joint bargain. f The coTeoaot to confirm that baiigcio. 

% Full of spirit without experience. ' § Picked. 

n ResolotioD. 
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Of this post-haste and romage* in the land. 
[Ber* I tbink^ it be ik> other, but even so : 
Well may it sortf^ that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch; so like the king 
That was, and is, the question of these wars* 

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eje. 
In the most high and palmy i: state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
^The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
(^ Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 7, 

J As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, ^"^ 

^Disasters in the sun 5 and the moist stai" §, Tjl. 1 i l 

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, ^ 

WaA sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 

And even the like precurse of fierce events, — 

As harbingers preceding still the fates. 

And prologue to the omenjl coming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 

Unto our climatures and countrymen.**-] 

Re-enter Ghost. 

But, soft ; behold 1 lo, where it comes again ! ' 

I'll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion 1 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done. 

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me. 

Speak to me ; 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

O, speak ! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

[Cock crows. 
Speak of it :— stay, and speak. — Stop it, Marcellus. 

Afar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan ? 

Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 

• Search. f Soit. % Victorioot. § ThemooQ. }| Event 
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Ber. 'Tis here f 

Hor. Tis here ! 

Mar. Tis gone ! [EstH Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 
To oflRer it the show of violence ; 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable. 
And our vain Mows malicioiis mockery. 

Ber. It was about to spedc, whea the cock crew. 

Hor. And then it started, like a gnihy thing 
Upon a fearfnl summons. I have heard. 
The cocky that is the trumpet of the mom. 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-soundhig throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring* spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation f. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever Against that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebtated. 
This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 
And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets^strike^ 
No foiry takes, nor witch hath power to charm. 
So hallow'd and so gracious is tlie time. 

Hor. So I have heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice. 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it. 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning kikyw 
Where we shall find him most convenient. 

[Eocema^ 

• Wandering. f Proof. 
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SCENE 11. 
The same. A roem of state in the same. 

Enter the King^ Queen^ Hamlet^ Palonius^ Laertes^ 
VoItimaDd^ Cornelius^ Ij>TdSy and Attendants. 

Eng. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 
death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief^iind our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature^ 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him^ 
Together with remembrance of ourselves, * 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
Have we, as twere, with a defeated joy, — 
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 
With mirth in funeral, and with airge in marriage. 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole^,— 
Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have fi'eely gone 
With this affair along : — For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, — 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death. 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
CoUeagued with this dream of his advantage. 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message. 
Importing the surrender of those lands. 
Lost by his father, with all bandsf of law. 
To our HM>st valiant brother. — So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent audiied-rid, scarcely hears 



• Grief. t Bondi. 
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Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 
His farther gait* herein ; in that the levies. 
The lists, and fall proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 
You, good Coirnelina, and you, Voltimmid, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further personal power 
To bi^iness with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 
Farewell : and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. Vol. In that, and all things, will we sliow 

our duty. 
JS[mg. We doubt it nothing f heartily farewell. 

[Eiceunt Voltiitiand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ? 
, You told us of some suit ; What is*t, Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice: What would*st thou beg, 

Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth. 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy fotfaer. 
What would'st thou h$ve, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Den- 
mark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, 
^wg. Have you your father's leave ? What says 

Polonius? 
Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow 
leave. 
By lab6ursome petition ; and, at last, 
Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : 
1 do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

• W*y, path. 
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Kvfig. Take. thy £Eur hoar, Laertes; time be 
thine^ 
And thy best graees : spend it at thy will.— 
But nowy my coiiein Hrailet, and my son,-*— 

Haau A little more tbail kin, jmd lees tbaa kind^. 

King. Haw ig it that the clouds still hang on 
- you ? 

Ham, Not so, my IcMrd, I am too much i'the sua. 

Q»eeitr Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off. 
And let thine eye look like a firiend on Denmark, 
Do not, for ever, with thy vaiied lidsf 
Seek lor thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st, His common ; all, that live, must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham^ Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

"Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not 
seons, 
^Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiraticm of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, » 

tU^ the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief. 
That can denote me truly : Th^, indeed, seern^ : 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. Tis sweet and commendable in your na- 
ture, Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your &tber lost a father ; 
That father lost, k>st his^ and the ^rvivor boimd 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow s Bat to pers^ver 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 

* Natare : a tittle mora than a kinsman^ and l«ts than a nataral 
ooa. t Lowering cjee. 
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Of impious stabbornness } 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and unscboord : 
For what, we know, must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 
Why should we, in our peev^ opposition, 
T^ke it to heart ? Fye 1 His a fault to heaven, 
A &ult against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried. 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 
Thii muit be so. We pray you, throw to ear& 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne ^ 
And, with no less nobility of love. 
Than that which dearest fiither bears his son. 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent . 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde* to our desire : 
And^ we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye. 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose Iier prayers, 
Hamlet ; 
I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham, I shfiU in all my best obey you, madam. 

JRng. Whv, 'tis a loving and a &ir reply ; 
Be as ourself in Denmark^ — Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day. 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
And the king's rousef the heaven shall bruit^ 

again. 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away* 

[Exeunt Kmg, Queen, Lords,, ^. Pokmius, 
(md Laertes. 

• Ointraty. f Draught. J Report. 
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Hfim. O, that this t€>o too scdid flesh would Bwlt> 
Thaw^ and resohre^ itself into a dew 1 
Or, that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
Hiscaiu>nt'gmii8tsel&slaughter! OGodl OQod! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable^ 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fye on't! O fye ! *tis an unweeded garden. 
That grows to seed; things rank, and gross in 

nature. 
Possess it merely t- That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead l-^^Hiay, not samuch, not two : 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperk>n§ to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 
That he might not beteem|| the winds of hemren 
Visit her fiice too roughly. Heaven and eardi ! 
Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him^ 
As if increase of i^petite had grown 
By what it fed on: And yet, withia a;nionlfa, — 
liet me not think on't^— Frailty, thy name, is wo- 
man! — 
A little month } &r ere those shoes were old^ 
With which she foUow'd my poor father's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears ;-^why she, even she,— 
O heaven 1 a beast, tliat wants discourse of reason, 
W^nld have mourned kmger, — married with my 

uncle. 
My fiither's broker ; but no more like my fatlier, 
Than I to Hercules : Within a month ; 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 
She married : — O nio$t wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 
But break, my heart : fcHr I must hold ray tongue ! 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 

Hor. Hail to your lordship. 

Ham» I am glad to see you well : 

- • DiMolve. t Law. X Entirelj. 

( ApoHo. It Suffer. 
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Horatio,— or I do foi^^ mvself. 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant 
ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name 
with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?— 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord, — 

Ham. I am very glad to see you; good even, 
sir, — 
But what, in foith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Hor. A trimnt disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so : 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence. 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your £ither's 
funeral. 

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
student ; 
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it foUow'd hard upon. 

Shm, Thrift, thrift, Horatio : the funeral-bakM 
meats* 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
'Would I had met my dearestf fi)e in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio ! — 
My father, — ^Methinks, I see my &ther. 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once, be was a goodly king. 

Ham. He .was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham. Saw 1 who ? 

* It WM aDciently the custom to gire a cold entertaioffieiit at a 
funeral. f Cbielett. 
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Hor. My lord, the king your jfatber. 

Ham. The king my &ther ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent* car 5 till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God's love, let me hear. 

^Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen^ 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead waist and middle of the night 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-i-p^. 
Appears before them, and with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walked, < 
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within bis truncheon's length ; whilst they, distilled 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me, 
la dreadful secrecy, impart they did ; 
And I with them, the third night, kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your fother ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Hot. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch'd. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did 5 

But answer made it none : yet onoe, methought. 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the sound it shrunk in baste away. 
And vanished from our sight. 

Ham. Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

• Atteotirc. 
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Ham. Indeed^ iadeed, sirs, but tbk troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? \ 

AIL We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd^ say you? 

AIL Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

AU. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 

His face. 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ) he wore his beaver* up. 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more 

In sonrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham. Very like. 

Very like ; Stay'd it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell 
a hundred. 

Mar. Ber. Longer, longer. 
^ J56>r. Not when I saw it. 

Him* His beard was grizzled ? no? 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 

Ham. 1 will watch to-night 5 

Perchance, 'twill walk agun. 

Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person, 
I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape. 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight. 
Let it be tenable in your silence still; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to*night. 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 
I will requite your loves : So, fare you well : 

* That part of the helmet which may be lifted up. 
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Upon the platfarm, 'twist eleven and twelve. 

All Oar duty tD your hcmour. 

Ham-. Your lows, as miiie'tx> you 3 FtaeweH* 
[EofewH Horatio, JdaroeUus^ mid Bennrrdo. 
My fatber^s spirit in arms 1 all is not well ; 
I dtabt some fouL play : - would^ the night ifiere 

o6mt\ 
Till thca^ sit still, my soul: Foul ikeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them^ to men's 
eyes. [Boat. 



SCENE UL 

^ room in Poloqiua's. liome. . /, 

JSnter Jjaortes and Ophelia* , t. i 

Laer. My necessaries are embarked ( farewell 1 > 
And, sister,. as the winds giwe :be«e6l^ T 

And convoy is asalstAnt,,doi>ot steel)/- I 

But let BAi^ hear &OQI ]fKiM« 

Oph. Do you douhtitbat } > : 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the triflitig of hte ^fiivoUT, 
Hold it a jhshion^ and a toy in blood $ 
A violet m the youth of primy nat^ure^ 
Forward, not perasanent, sweet, uot lasting, 
The p4i^iine aod supplianree of a a^tnute ; 
Nomorie* 

Qpf^l -No more but so ? 

Ijoer. Think it no more : 

For natujre, oresceat*, does not grew aWne 
In thewst, and bulk ; but, as this tetaple waxes, 
The inward serviice of the mind and soul * 
Grows wide withal. . Perhaps^ he l^ves yoli DoMr;/^ 
And now no soil, nor cautel^> doth besmireh§ 



• lDCVt«9V9f/ 
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The virtue of Ms vriH : bat, you mmt fear, 
His greatness weigh'd, bis will is not bitoWD ; 
For he himself is sulnect to hi$ birth : 
He may not, as unvalued pm'sons do. 
Carve for himself; faraahm choice dep^ids 
The safety and the health of the wheie state $ 
Aatd therefore must his choice be ctrcnmsciibAd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that bodf , 
Whereof be is the bipad : ' Then if he say» he loves 

you. 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it. 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes wtthah 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustani. 
If with too credent^ eiur you listf his songs ; 
Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd]: importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 
Aiul keep you in the rear of your affection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire* 
The chariest^ maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itself scapes not calumnious i^rokes r 
The canker galls the infants of the spring. 
Too oft before their buttons be dt^6k>s'd ; 
And in the mora and liquid dew of youtli 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wai*y then : best safety lies in fear ; 
Youth to itself rebels> though none dse near. 

Oph% I shall the effect of this good lesson ki^. 
As watchman to my heart : But, good my brtdtherj 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors ck>. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven 5 
Whilst, likejapnff'd and reckless j| libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalH^ncc treacfe. 
And redts not his own read^. 

* Beliefing. 1* Listea to. % licentHNM. 

§ Most caatioas. || CarekM. 

f Regards not bis own Icssoot. 
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LAer. > O fair me not. 

I ttay t09 bug ;«-^But here my fetbar comes. 

Enter Polonius. , , 

A doable blessing is a double grace ; 
Obcaskm smilea upm a second leare. 

P0L Yet bere^ lisertes I mb^eoA, aboard, lor 

The vfiod «its in^ tbe shoulder <^ your sail. 

And you are sUud for: Tbere, my Messing with 

you ; [Laying his hand cm Laertes' head* 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou cbarticter*. Ghre thy tbongbts no 

tengne> 
Nor any napr^<^(m'd tbougiit his act. 
Be thou &millar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried^ 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of st^ ; 
But do not cfalU tfiy palmf with entertaimoMnt 
Of each newwhateh'd, unfledg'd loonmide. Beware 
Of entrance ta a quarrel : but, bring in, 
Bouf it that ibe opposer may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure {, but reserve thy judg* 

ment« 
Costly thy habtt as thy purse can buy, 
But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
F)6r tbe i{q>arel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they in France, of the best rank and station. 
Are niast select and generous^, chief fl in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
FcM* loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry ^. 
This above all,-^^To thine, ownself be true % 
And it must follow, aa the night the day» 
Tbou canst net tbea be fiilee to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season^*^ this in thee I 

• Write. f Wm of the band. J OpinioD. 

i HMts II Chieflf. f Economy. •• laSjc. 
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Ijaer* Moet^bmnUf do I take my leave^ mjrMd. 

Pol. The time invites you; gO| yottf «erv|iilfes' 
tend*. 

Laer. Farewell^ Ophelia \ and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph. 'Tisin.»y«tmory.h>dr''d> 

And j^ou ycw^salf ikaik keep tbe'kef of it. > i . \ 

Laer, Farewell. [fise^ Laertes. 

Pol What isr^t, Opheiia^ he fa»A dMd to yoa) i 
j^Op^.-^-So please you^ soo^etUng toQcfaiBg Am lord 
Hamlet* 

PoL Marry, well bethought : 
'Tis tdld me^ he hath very oftof kto 
Given private time to you : and youyoniBelf 
Have of your audieluce been motttj^ee and bMBi^^ 

teoust • 

If it he^M (as so ^ put on me> ' :< 

And that in way of caution,) I mmst teU you> ' 

You (fo »o( uudeniland yoUfself so elearly^ 
Asf 4t bdioves my dai^tei', and- your boneiir : 
What is betweai you ? give me op the tratlu > . 

Oph. He hath^ my lord^iof ktte^ made many tm^'. 
: ders 
Of liis affisfetion to miev 

Pol. Affection? puhl you speak likea^ green girl^ 
Unsifted t in such perilous cireumstanee. 
Do you belteve his tenders, as ydii call them ? 

C^h, I do not know, 3ay lord^ what i diould 
think. 

Pol. Marry, rilteaqh you: think yourself ftbaby$> 
That you have ta^en these tenders for true pay^ 
Which are not sterling. Taider yourself more 

dearly; 
Or (not tooreck tbe wind of Ae poor pfarasey^ 
Wronging me thus,) yoiiUl tender me a €ooL 

Oph. My k>rd, he hath impdrtun'd me with loM^ 
In honourable fia^hion %. : . < . 

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to. . 

• WtM, t Uuteiiipted. % Maimer. 
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Opiu Amifhi^ >giTM coimfeniUct te his sp«tdi, 
my lord. 
With almost all the holy Vows of hearen. 

I^Ay^tmrtageatacatoh woodcocks. Idoknow^ 
When the blood bams, bow prodigal the soul 
L^Mb |he tongue vows: these blaaes, daughter, 
Crlviag mate ligki than Iwaty-^Hextinot in faotbt 
Even in thdr promise, as it is a making, — 
You nust not take lor fire. From this time. 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 
Set your entreatments* at a higher ri^ 
Than a command to parley. Fbr lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, That he is young $ 
And with a larger tether f may he walk, 
Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia^ 
Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers {, 
Not of that die which their investments show, 
But mare implorators § of unholy snits. 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds. 
The better to beguile. This is for all,~ 
1 would not^ in plain terms, from this time f<wth 
Have you so slaiider any moment's leisure. 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Kxeuut. 

SCENE IV. 

The Platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Mareelhis. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager || air. 
Ham. What hour now ? 

Hot. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Afar. No^ it is struck. 

• Company. 

f Loni^er line ; a bwie fiitteiied by a string to a. itake, it tethertU, 

" ^"iaip*. $ Iiuplorvn. || Sharp. 
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the season. > 

Wherein the spinl heki Ms wont tb walk^ 

Wbaft does this BMOh, Diylopd ? 

Havi. Thtt king doHh wake to*-»igiit^aadtilk«shfe 
TOwe*, ' 

Keeps wasself^ aad the swi^erkig wpHSfN^d^t* 

peels I 
And, as he drains his draughts of ^ealsh dMm^ 
The kettle* A*wn and train{ie$ th«i& bmy dot ' 

The triumpk of hir pledge. 

Hot. Is it a custom ? 

JEfom. Ay, marry, isH : 
But to my mind,— ^thougli I am native bere^ ' 

And to the manner bom,-— it is a custom 
More honoured in the bleach than 'the observaflee. 
This heavy-'headed revel^ east and west, 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of cUber nations : 
They clepe§ us drunkm*ds, and with swiiriMb pbmse 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it tiAies 
Fromouracbievemeats, though perf<H'ttM at height. 
The pith and marrow c^ our atUrilmte. 
So, <^ it chances in parttculur men. 
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them^ 
As, in their birth (wherein they are not guilty. 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 
By the o'ergrowth of some complexion K, 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by iKm^ habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; — ^that these men,— 
Carrying, I ^y, the stamp of one defect ; 
Being nature's livery, or fortune's star, — 
Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace. 
As infinite as man may undergo,) 
Shall, in the general censure^ take corruption 
From that p»rtk;ular fitult : The dram of base 

• ^ofialdnnglit f JolHtr. 

X A (UuMc. i Call. II HttflMmr. 
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To his own scandal. 

JSniif Gbost* 

Hw. - Look, ray lord^ it comM ! 

.ffimi. Angels' and ministers o( grace deibnd us !-^ 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damu'd^ 
Bring with Ibee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell^ 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com 'at in such a qnestionablef Shape, 
That I will speak to thee ^ I'll call thee Hamlet^ 
King, father^ royal Dane : O, answer me : 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell. 
Why thy canonized bones^ hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre. 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd. 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws. 
To cast thee up again. What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Rerisit'stthfns the glimpses of the moon. 
Making tiight hideous^ and we fools of nature. 
So horiidly to irfiake our disposition t. 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our soub ? 
Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it. 
As if it some impartment md desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed^ ground : 
But do not go wit^ it. 

Hot* No, by no means. 

JEfofii. It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hot. Do not, my lord. 

Horn. Why, what should be the fear ? 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee|| ; 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again j — I'll follow it. / 

•. Do out. t Coorersable. 

X FhUDc. § Remote. || Value. 
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Hot. What if tempi you tbrnmrd ike §o^.mj 

lord, 
Or to the dreadful suinmtt of the cliff, 
That beetles* o'er his base Into the sea ? 
And there assume some oAer horrible form. 
Which. might deprive your sovereigotv of reason. 
And draw you into mMness } think oif it : 
The very place, puts toys f of desperation. 
Without more n^otive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to tbe sea. 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still : 

Go on, V\l folk>w thee. 
Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hands, 

Hor. Be ruFd, you shall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty artery in thi& body 
As hardy as the N^mean lion's nerve,*- 

[Ghost bedtoHS. 
Still am I call'd ; — ^unhand me, gentlemen ;— > ^ 

[BreeJcn^from them* 
By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets{ 

me : — 
I say, away : — Go on, I'll follow thee. 

[EoBeunt Ghost and Hapilet. 
Har. He waxes desperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow ; 'Us not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after ; — To what issue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rottien in th,e state of Den- 
mark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him. 

[Eoptunt. 

• Haogs. t Wbims. J Ilinderi. 
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SCENE V. 

A tn&fe*refMte part of the jjiaffimn. 

Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet/ 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead tte^ Bp^ak; FlI go 
nofaitherv 

Ghoft. Mark me. 

Ham. , I will. 

OhosU My hour is alinoit c6me^ 

When I to «iilphuro» auawl toi^m^Btiiig Aam^s 
MttiliiiieiUlen op mj^self. .■ \u ■■ 

Ham. .. Alae^poor ghoM^I' -' 

Oho^ Pky me notr but lend thy serious hiearhtg 
To what I i^iaU unfold. 

Ham. Speak^ I am bound tc^hear. 

Ghoit. S^mtt thou to revenge^ when ihou shalt 

]-. .-: I beat*^' 

flam.. What? 

Ghoii. Inm thy father's spirit; 
Doom'd for a eehain term to walk the night j '' 
And^ for the day^ confined to fast in fires^ 
Till the foul crimes^ done In my days of nature^ • 
Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a talk unfoldy whose Hgb test word * 
Would biirvoW'Up thy soul; freeze thy young blood 3 
Make thy two eyes^ like stars^ start from their 

spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined k)oks to part. 
And each particular hair to stand an-end. 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine ; • 
But this eternal blazon* must not be 
To ears of flesh ami blood : — List, list^ O list !•— > 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love,«-«^ 

Ham. O heaven !* 
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ISO HAMLET, [AmL 

GhofL Revenge biv fcml «ad most unoatnral 
murder. 

Ham. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and iuiHiatitral. 

Hanu Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings 
as s\|rift . , 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love. 
May sweep.^^my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fiit weed 
That rots itself in ease on Letbe wharf, 
Would'st thou not stir in this ? Now, Hamlet, bear ; 
Tis given oyt^ that, sleeptog in mine orchard^, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of DouMrit 
b, by a foi^ged process of my death, 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youtb. 
The serpent that did sting thy fath^'s life. 
Now wears bis orown. 

Ham. O, my propbetick soul 1 my uncle 1 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
Wit{i witchcraft of bis wit, with traitcnrous gifbi,v 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that, have the powder 
So to seduce !) won to his shanieAil lust 
' The will of my most seeming- virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a £Biling*-olf was there 1 
From me^ whose love was of tbat dignity. 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon A wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdness court it in the shape of heaven ; 
So lust, thoi^h to a radiant angel link*d. 
Will satef itself in a celestial bed, . 
And prey on garbage. 

But, soft 1 metbinks, I scent tbe mm^ing air ; 
Brief let me be : — Sleeping witliin miiie orchard. 
My custom always of the afternoon, 

• Garden. f Satiate. 
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Upon my secure boar thy uncle stole. 
With juice of cursed hebenon* in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
Theleperousdistihnent: whose eflRect 
Holds such an eomHy with blood of man. 
That, swift as qnieksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
^d, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager dropfAngs into milk. 
The thin and wholesome blood : so <Kd it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter f bark'd about. 
Most lazar-liket^ with vile and loathsome crust. 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatched § : 
Cut off even in the Mossoms of my sin, 
Unhouserdjl, disap|K>inted^, unanel'd** j 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
CK horrible ! O, bmrible ! most horrible ! 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for hiKury'and damned incest* 
But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 
To priek and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 
And gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [Exit. 

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! What 
else? 
Aid shall I couple hell ? — O fye ! — Hold, hold^ my 

heart; 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 
But bear me stiffly up 1 — Remember thee ? 

• • Hetbaat. f Scab, scurf. 

X LeproMs. § B«reft. 

H Without haTiiig recelred tb« Mcram^nt* . 
f UnappoiDtedy unprepared. ** Without extreme uuctioa. 
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Ay, thou poor ghoat^ while mtmcry JHdd^a seat 
In this dis)i3fiot«4 gk>ba^«i Reisember. thee ? 
Yea, fron^ tb^ t^ble-.ofi aqr xnem^gr - 
ru wipe away Jill triirial fond veeofds^ 
All sawsf oC.k0ok8i,;aU fotms, all pressures pal9t> i 
That fouith and ob^ervfitiott copied there ; . 
And thy co«aoaaiMlmen4 all abme shall live 
Within the book and rotnine of my brain^ 
Unmix'4 with baser matter : yes^ by hea^en^ . / 
O inA^ pernicious :WO0iainl . 

villain, yUlalii, s^oftiiiag, daamed villahi 1 
My tables ]:,--4»eet> k :i», I set it down> 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : 

IWfiting. 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, Adim, ^dieu ! re^i^emb^r me. 

1 have 0worn't. 

Hor. [WUhiu.] My lord, my tord,— 

Mar. [mUm.] Lord Hamlet,— 

Hor. [Wiihm.] Heaven secure him 1 

Ham. t So4»eU:! 

Mar. [Within*] Illo, bo, ho, my lord 1 

Ham. Hillo^ ho^ ho^ boy I come, bird^ come. < 

Enter Horatio qnd MarcelUis. 

Mar. How is't, my kioble tord ? 
. Hor. ' What news, my lord? 

Ham* Owondei&ll : 
JHor. Good itay lord^ tell it. 

Yon, w:ill reveal iu , .' . mm 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor' I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you then ? would beart of man 
<mc6 think it,?-^ 
But you'll be secret,r-r'-t- 

Hor.Mar^ .. Ay, by heaven, myt lord. 

•Head. / * . .. f Savings, Mntences^ 
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Siam* There's i^'er a idlkdn^ dwetttng in all 
Denmark^ 
But he's an arrant knave. 

JEfor. There needs no ghost, my lord^ come from 
the grave^ 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why, right ; you are in the right ; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 
You, as your business, and desire, shall point you;— 
For every man hath business, and desire^ 
Such as it is,^-and, for my own poor part, 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my 
lord. 

Ham. I am sorry they oflG^nd you> heartily; yes, 
'Faith, heartily. 

Hor* There*&no offence^ mf lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision ber^ — 
It 18 jm'honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 
For your de^e to know what' is between us, 
O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 
Grive me one poor request. 

Hor. What is't, my lord ? 

We will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seeii 
to-night. 

HoTf Mar. My lord, lire will not. 

jEfom* Nay,^ but swear't. 

Hor. Infii^b, 

My lord, not I. 

Afar. Nor I, my lord, in feith.* ^ 

Ham. UponmyswonL 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

-. Ham. Indeed, upon my fiword^ indeed. 
, Ghoit. [JBen^^fc;] Sn^ar. 

Ham. Ha, ha, hqr I say'st. thou so ? - art thou 
there, true??pennyn?>i 

VOL. X. N 
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Come on,— *you hear this fellow in the celleri^, — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen. 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath,] Swear. 

Ham* Hk et ubique* ? then we'll shift our 
ground : — 
Come hither, gentlemen, 
And lay your bands again upon my sword : 
Swear by jiiy sword, 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 

Ghost [Beneath.'] Swear by his sword. 

Ham. Well said, old mole ! can'st work Fthe 
earth so fast ? 
A worthy pioneer ! — Once more remove, good 
friends. 

£for. O day and night, but this is wondrous 
strange ! 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come ;■ -■ ■ -r 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear mySelf, 
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antick disposition on,-^ 
That you, at such times, seeing me, never shall, 
With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake. 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As, fVell, wellj we know ; — or, fVe could, an if we 
would ^-"-oTy Jfwe list to speak ; — or. There be, an \f 
they might ;— ^ 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : — This do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help, you ! 

Ghost. [J^neath.] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit 1 So, gentlemen. 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 

* Here aa^^wtrj where. 
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And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

May do, to express his love and friending to yow, 

God willing, sfeall not lack. Let ns go in together ; 

And still your fingers on yofir lips, 1 pray. 

The time is out of joint; — O cursed spite, 

That ever I was born to set it right ! \ 

Nay, come, let's go together. lEoceunt, 

ACT II. 
SCENE I. A room in Polonius's house. 

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, 

Reynaldo. 
Rey. 1 will, my lord. 

PoL You shall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, » 

Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey, My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well said : very well said. Look 
you, sir, 
Inquire me first what Danskers* are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they 

keep. 
What company, at what expence ; and finding, 
By this enci*m passmen t and drift of question. 
That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of 

• him ; 
As thus, — I know his father y and his friends ^ 
Andy in party him ; — Do you mark this, Reynaldo ? 
Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 
Pol. Andy in party him; — buty you may say, not 
well: 
Buiy ift be he I mean, he*s very v)ild ; 

* Danrs. 
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AddicUd so and so; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips. 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey. As gaming, my lord. 

PoU Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar- 
relling, 
Drabbingt — You may go so far. 

Rev. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. Taith, no ; as you may season it in the 
charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him. 
That he is open to inccmtinency ; 
That's not my meaning : but breathe his jbute so 

quaintly. 
That they may seem the taints of liberty : 
The flash and out-lM*eak of a fiery mind ; 
A savageness^ in unreclaimed blood. 
Of general assault. 
^ Rey. But, my good lord,— — 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift j 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying these slight sullies on my son. 
As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i'the working, 
Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 
Having ever seen in the prenominatef crimes. 
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd. 
He closes with you in this consequence i 
Good sir, or so 5 or friend, or gentteman,-^ 
According to the phrase, or the addition. 
Of man, and country. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pd. And then, sir, does he this,— He does-** 

• Wildneat. - f Already lUMied. 
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What was I about to say ?— By the mass, I was 
about to say some something: — Where did 1 leave ? 

Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 

PoL At, closes in the consequence, — Jy^ marry ; 
He closes with you thus : — I know the gentlemmi ; 
I saw him yesterday ^ or t'other ddy^ 
Or then, 0r then ; with such, or such ; and^ as you say, 
There was he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse ; 
There falling out at tennis : or, perchance, 
I saw him enter such a house of sale, 
(Videlicet*, a brothel,) or so forth, — 
See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 
And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 
With windlaces, and with assays of bias. 
By indirections find directions out ; 
So, by my former lecture and advice. 
Shall you my son : You liave me, have you not ? 

Rey. My lord, I have. 

PoL God be wi' you : fare yo«i well. 

Rey. Good my lord, 

Pel Observe his inclination in yourself. 

Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Pol, And let him ply his muwck. 

Rey. Well^ my lord. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Pol. Farewell ! — How now, Ophelia ? what's the 
matter ? 

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af- 
frigfate<i! 

Pol. With what, in the name of heaven ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Ix>rd Hamlet,— with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
No liat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved f to his ancle; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

* That Uto tay. t Hanging dowo^iilu) fitters. 

N 2 
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As if he hiid been loosed out of hell^ 

To speak of horrors^--*he comes before me. 

Pol Mad for thy love } 

Oph. Mj lord^ 1 do not kno\^ ; 

But^ traly^ I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist^ and held me bard ; 
Then ^oes he to the length of ail hii» arm ; 
And^ with his other hatind thus o'er his brow^ 
He falls to such perusal of my fece^ 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ; 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice bis head thus waving up and down,<^^ 
He rais'd a^lgfa so piteous and profound. 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk*. 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go : ' 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o'doors he went without tlieir helps, • 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love ; 
Whose violent property foredoesf itself. 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings. 
As oft as any passion under heaven. 
That does afflict our natures. 1 am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late? 

Oph. No, my good lord | but, as you did C(mi* 
' mand, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry, that with better heed ai^ judgment, 
I had not quoted j: him : I fear 'd, he did but trifle. 
And meant to wreck thee; but, beshrew my 

jealousy ! 
It seemc, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
As it is common ibr the younger sort 

* Body* t Destroys. X Obsemd. 
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To lack discretion. Come, go we to the kkig : 
Ttiis must 'he kaoWn; which^ being kept ck>se, 

might move 
More grief tb hide^ ttian hate to utter love. 
Come. [J^teimi. 

SCENE IL 
ji ro^^ in the castle. 

JSnter King, Queen, Rosencrantz^ Guildenstem^ 
and Jitendants. 

IRng. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz^ and Guilden- 
stern ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you. 
The need we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it. 
Since not the* exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be. 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 
That, — being of so youpg days brought up with him ; 
And, since, so neighboured to his youth and hu- 
mour,-— 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather. 
So much as from occasion you may glean. 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts hita thuis. 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy^ . 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath muchtalkM of 
you; 
And, sure I am, two men there are not living. 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry*, and good will, 
As to expend your time with us ^a while, 

* Compl^MUiGe. 



d by Google 



140 HAMLET, [Act 11. 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 
Your visitation shall receive ^uch thanks 
As fits a king's reniembraDce. 

Ros. • Botii your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you liave of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GidL But we both obey; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent*. 
To lay our service freely at your feet. 
To be commanded. 

• King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden- 
stern. 
Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Rosen- 
crantz : 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son.— Go, some of you. 
And briug these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
GuiL Heavens make our presence, and our 
practices, 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, amen I 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and 
some AtiendanU. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good 
lord. 
Are joyfully returned. 

liing. Thou still hast been the father of good 

news. 
Poli Have I, my lord? Assure you, my good 
liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul. 
Both to my God, aud to my gracious king : 
And I do think (or else this brain of mine 
H^ts not the trail f of policy so sure 
As it bath us'd to do,) that 1 have found 
The very cau^ of Hamlet's lunacy. 

• UtDi'Mt exertion. . f Scent. 
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ISng, O, speak of that ; that do I long to bear. 

Pol. Give first admittance to the embassadors ; 
My news sball be the fruit* to that great feast. 

£tfig. Thyself do grace to them^ and bring them 
in. [Exit PolonHts. 

He tells me^ my dear Gertrude^ he hath found 
The head and source of all y<>ur son's distemper. 

Queen. I ddubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His fiither^s death, and our o'eiiiasty marriage. 

Re-enter Polonius, wkb Voltimand and Cornelius. 

JQn^. Well, we $hall sift him. — Welcome, my 

J food friends I 
mand, what frdrii our brother Norway ? 
Folt. Most fiEiir return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's leries ; which to hii|i appeared 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polackf } 
But, better look'd into, he truly foun4 
It was against your highness : Whereat griev*d,— 
That so nis sickness, age, and impotence. 
Was falsely borne in hand J,— sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norf^ay j and, in line, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commission, fo employ those soldiers. 
So levied as before, ^ainf^t the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Gives a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions, for this enterprise ; 
On such regards of safety, and aUawance, 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well : 

And, at our more eonsider'd time, we'll read. 
Answer, and think upon this business. 

* DcMcrt. f Poland. % Iiop<M«d on. 
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Mean tiine> we thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your rest ; at night weMl feast together : 
Most welcome home 1 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 

PoL This business is well ended. 

M7 liege, and madam, to expostulate* 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time. 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Tlierefore, — since brevity is the soul of wit, 
And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,— 
1 will be brief: Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it; for, to define true madness. 
What is't, but to be nothing else but mad ? 
But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with less art. 

PoL Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 
That ^e is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true, 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But ferewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains. 
That we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect 5 
For this effect, defective, comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

1 have a daughter j have, while she is mine ; 
Wha, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this : Now gather and surmise. 

— To the celestial J and my souVs tdoZ, the most beau- 
iijied Ophelia^ -•• 

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a 
vile phrase ; but you shall hear. — ^Thus : 

In her excellent tvhite bosom, these, &c. 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 
Pol. Good madam, stay a while : I will be faith- 
ful— 

* Discust, 
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Doubt thoUy the stars are fire; [Reads. 

Doubt y that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 

But never doubt, I love, 

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; I have 
not art to reckon my groans ; but that I love thee besty 
O most besty believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore , most dear lady^ whilst 
tins machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me : 
And more above, hath his solieitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
AH given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Received his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol., I would fein prove so. But what might you 
think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you. 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think. 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb ; 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight; 
What might you think? no, I went round* to 

work, 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere; 
This must not be : and then 1 precepts gave her. 
That she should lock herself from his resort. 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed (a short tale to make,) 
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 
Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness 5 and, by this declension, 

* Roundly, without reserre. 
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Into the madness wherdn now be raves. 
And all we mourn ior. 

King. Do you think/tis this ? 

Qu^. It may be, very likely^ 

Pol. Hath there been such a time (I'd foin know 
that,) 
That I have positively sidd, ^Tls so, 
When it prov'd otherwise ? 

King^ Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 

[Pointing to his head and skouUkr. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further } 

Pol You know, sometimes he walks four hours 
together. 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to 
him: 
Be you and I behind an arras* then ; 
Mark the emsounter : if he love her not. 
And be not from his reason fallea thereon. 
Let me be no asrist^t for a state. 
But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet, readings 

Queei^ But look, where sadly the poor wretch 
cpmeB reading. 

PA Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
I'll IxMvrdt him presenUy :— -O, give me kmve.— 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants. 
How does my .good lord Hdmlet ? 

Ham. Weil, god^'armercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

• Titpcttry. t Aooost. 
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Hmm. Then I would you were fio honest a man, 

Pol Honest, my lord ? 

Ekxm. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes^ 
is to be one man pieked ont <^ ten thousand. 

PoL That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 
dog, being a god, kissing cairiou,— — Have you a 
daughter ? 

PoL I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i'the sun : conception^ is 
a blessing; but as your daughter may conceive f,-— 
friend, look to't. 

PdL How say you by that? [Mdk] S^l harping 
on my daughter : — ^yet he knew me not at fii^ | he 
said, I was a fishmonger: He is far gone, f»r gone: 
and, truly, in my youth I sufibred much ext^enait; 
for love; very near this. I'U speak to him again. 
*«-Whatdo you raid, my lord? 

Ham. Words, ww&, words ! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? ^> 

Ham. Between who ? 

Pid. I mean, the matter that yon read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says 
here, that old men have grey beards ; thai 4;beir 
faces are wrinkled; their eyes purging thick amber, 
afid plum-^tree gum; and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak hams: AU of 
which, sir, though I most powerfoliy and potently 
believe, yet I hold it not honesty to have it thus «et 
down; for yourself, «ir, shall be as oM as I am, iij 
like a crab, you could go backward; 

Pol Though this be madness, yet there's method 
ioiti [jtrnde.] Will you waUc oat of the i^, by 
lord? . '..-■.,>.: -f 

' Hagn. Into my grave ? ■»* 

PoL I^eed, t^t is out o'the air.'-^fow preg- 
nant { sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that 
often madness hitson^ which reason and sanity § 

• Undentandinff. f Be pregoMt. { rV^J^ H^' 

I Sotindiiets cl mind. *^ 

VOL. X. O 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



,146 HAMLBT, i[A«If; 

C9^14< not sa .:prasp€V«uriy be d^vered of. I will 
leave him^ ami suddenly eo&tme. the means^ of 
mee^iqg between, him aod^ my daughter. — .My ho- 
noural^Ie lord^ I will n^al buittUy itake my leave <tf 
you. ' 

r jEfo^. Yo]a p9aiK>t, sir, tajke firom me any thki^ 
that I will more willingly part withal ; exeept my 
life, except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 
. Hui^. Tim^ tedious old fooU! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern« 

Pol Y^i^Oi#o seek the lord Hamlet; there heis. 

Bos. God save you, sir ! [To Polonius* 

[£;0t^ Pohmlufh 

Guil My bcmoiir'd lord 1-^ 
., J{o4U Mf nio^d€»u*lordi-^ 

Ham. My excelleint good friemls ! How dost 
thou^ Guildenstern? Ah^ BoseiierantEl Good lads^ 
how do ye both? 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

{jruiL Ha|»py^ in that we are not overlHq)py ; 
On fortune's cap we m*e aotihe very tnitton. 

Han^ Nqr. the soles of her shoe ) 

fiotf. Neither, my lord. . ' 

Ham. Then you live about her wabt, or in the 
middle ^f her fevoutB ? 

Guil. Taith, her privates we. 

Hmn. hi the secret parts of fortune ? Oy most' 
tniei;- she is a. strumpets What new» ? 

Ros. None, mf lord; but that the world » gvcnm 
honest. . . '• 

- HQnii Then is^ ^oato^^day neai^ : But your uttm. 
is not true. Let me question more in particular f 
What have you, my good friends, • deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that ^e seiub you to prison 
hither? 

ChiU. Prison, my lotfd ! * 

Ham. Denmark's a prison. 

\Bo«.^Then is the world one. 
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Hmn. A goocRy one; in whfeh there are manjr 
confines, wards, and dungeons; Deinntirk being one 
of the worst. 

ito9. We think no« sd, my lord. 

Him. Why, then 'tis none to yon : for there is 
iii«faing either good or bad, bat' thinking makes 
ft 80: to me it £ a prison. 

Ros. Why,' then your ambition makes it one; 'tis 
too narrow for your mkid: 

Htmi. O Goo! I could be bounded in a nut- 
shell, and count myself a king of infinite space ; 
were it not that I have bad dreams. ~ 

GaiL Which d^eam^, indeed, are ambition ; *for 
the:Vepystilistaoee of the ambitious is merely the 
^midmv of a dream. 

Udm. A'di*eun¥ itsetf is but a shadow. > • 

fiofi Truly, and I hcid ambitton of so airy and 
Kgbta^quaUty^ that it is btit a shadoi?(r's shadow. ' 

H&M. Tbm are our beggars, bodies ; and our 
Oi<milrch8, and "outstretch'd heroes, the beggars^ 
9&adow« t £halL we to ihe^cowt ?' for, by my fay, I 
cannot rea^. 

Bm. €luUi We'll wait upon y6n. 

Hami No such matter : I will not sort you with 
the rest of my servants ; for, to speak to you like afa 
bobestrman, I am most dreadfully attended. But, 
in the-teaten way of friendship, what ntake you rtt 
Elsinore>^ . ^ 

Ba$. To V||it you, my lord ; iio other occasion. ''-■ 
' Hem^ Beggar that I am, I ito even poor in' 
tlMBks ; but I thank you : and sure, dear trieiids, 
aa(y thanks are too dear, a halfpenny. Wfere you' 
not sent for ? Is it your own inclining ? Is it a free 
visitation? Come, come;; deal justly with me: 
come, come; nay, Bpeab; » ' 

GuiL What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham, Any thing— 4>ut to th^ purpose. - You 
were seiit for ; and there is a kind of cohfessioh in 
your looks^ which your modesties have not craft 
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n/Mmgh 4o cokNMT : i kmrn, the good ki^ <ad ^ lii ctt 
have sent for you. 

Bos. To what end^ my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teacb me. But let me 
coi^ure you^ by the rights of our fellowship^ bv the 
Opnsoiiaacy of our youth, by the obligatioo of our 
ever-preserved love^ and by what m<M% dear a b^tep: 
proposer could ehai^ you withal^ be even and 
direct with me^ whether you wore sent 6^, orno } 
. Bm. Wiiat say you } [To Guildenslern. 

Ham. Nay^ then I have an eye of you ; [Jnde.y 
—-if you love me^ hold not o£ 
. Guil* My lord, we were sent for. 
. Bam^ I will tell you why $ so shall my anlidpa* 
tion prevent your discovery, and your seerecy to ^e 
king and queen moult no featfien I have of late 
(but, wherefore^ I know not,) lost all my mhrlb, 
forgone all custom of exercises a and^ indeed^ U 
00^ so heavily with my dispositios^ that Uiis goodly 
name^ the earth, seems to me a steril pitimontory^f 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
braVe 6'erhanging firmament, this mi^eslical root 
fi*etted with golden fire,. why, it appeim no other 
tbtng to me, than a foul and pestilent congregatk>n 
of va^urs* What a piece oi work Is man ! Horn 
noble in reason 1 how infinite in ftculties 1 in iora^ 
and moving^ how express tmd admirable I in act{o% 
how like an angel I in apprehension, how like a 
god I the beauty of the world 1 the paragoisl oi 
animals! And yet, to me, what is this quintes- 
sence of dust ? man delights not me, nor womaa 
neither ; though^ by your smiling, you seem im 
say so. 

Bos. My lord, there is no such stuff in my tbougfati«^ 

Ham. Why did you laugh th^i, wbea I 9oiA^ 
Man delights noli me? 

Bos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in nlin^ 
what lenten* entertainment the players shall receive 

• Spare. . ., -; 
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»fQffii;weiCotecH<tlieiD on tlie waf; Mi \9Mmt 
th^y coning, to offer you service. < ^ i * 

Bam. He that plays the king, shall be welcmne; 
his m^je^ty shall hairj& tribi^ of mes the^achririit 
^rous knight shall use his foil, and 4;a#get7\^he 
feimr ahi^^iMM; sigb< grati&5t 4fae bumor^us man 
riiall end bis part in peace: the clown shall' mak^ 
those laugh, who§e lungs are tickled o'the sere ; 
aod dife My shall ^r her ndnd ii^eely, or the 
blank verse shall halt for't. — What * players' ane 
ib«y}.. ^ ^ .- ' • : = . /\ 

Mas, Even those ycm were^woiit to tokis such de^ 
^^.ki,4lie ^ttgadiansof the city.. . . * ^r * 

^i£iill. 'How obances ii, tbey^ tvaveLf ? itbeiDre: 
«|ieMe, tbolh in repuitation. aGud profit, wasbettei 
boih ways* 

. Jtof. I think, their inhibition comes by the means 
of the late innovation* 

, Jfam. Do tbey hcdd Sesame •estimatwn tbey <Ud 
wben I was in the ^y I - Are tliey so followed } 
: £o#. Noy indeed, they are »>t. 

Ham. How con^s it ? Do they grow rusty ? 

litit. Nay, their endeavour keeps in thei wonted 
|MU^e : But there is, sir,^^ an aiery of children, little 
eywes;}:, that cry out on the. top of questic»i§', and 
are most tyrannically clapped for't 3 these are now 
the fashion; and so bei*attle the comtnon stages (so 
4bey eall tbem,) tbi^ many, wearii^ mpiers, are 
afraid of goose^quills, and (k^e scarce come thither. 

Horn. What, are they children ? who maintains 
them ? how are they escoted || ? Will they pursue 
the quality^ no kmger tlmn tii^y can sin ? wift ttiey 
piot sc^ afterwards, if tbey should grow themselves 
tocoaiin<M> players (as it is most like, if their means 
are no better,) their writers do them wrongs to 
make tbem exclaim against their own succession ? 

Abt. Taitb, there has been much to ,do on both 

. • Orrrtook. f Bccomt strollers. % Toung nettUng*. 

§ Dialusue. || Md. f ^r»tMtt^. 

o 2 
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iUai4 Md^aatiMbDUsilno ski^ to tarre«.tktdl 
on to cootromrsy: there was, fer.« wbUe^ ■• 
IDMicy bid for ai^meiit^ unlesi the poet «k1 the 
piwer went to cuffs in the. q«e»tioti; 
> jMiim^ Is it possible ? . 

. QuU. O, there has been mueh throwing: irinMitof 
bMns. 
. Jism. Do the boys carrjr it tiway ? 

Rag. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Her culeft and 
bis load toof. 

Ham. It is not very strange: for my uncle b 
king of Deaimirk^ and those, that ivould tnbke 
mouths at him while my father lived, give.lrfre«^ 
forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, forliis^iMe* 
time in Itetle t* 'Sbfood, there is somethhig in this 
more than natural, if philosophy could find it mt^^ 
IFmtriih (^ trwmpeU wkhiiu 

GuU. There are the pkiyers* . . > 

. Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to £l8inore« 
Your hands. Come then: the appurtenance of wel^ 
come is fashion and ceremony t let roe comply § utith 
you in this garb; lest my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, must showfoirly outwwd, jbouM 
liiore appear like entertainment than yours.: Yon 
are wdcome: but my unde-fatber, and aunt* 
mother, are deceived. 

GftttL In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad oorth-n<»rtb*-west i wbentbe 
wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a handHMw^ 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you> Guildenstern ; — and you too 5 
— ^t each ear a hearer : that great baby, you see 
tiiere, is not yet out of lik swaddliug-ciouts. - 

Ro». Happily, he's the second time eoroe to 
them $ for, they si^, an old man is twiee^a cbikk 

« FroTOlte. f t. «• The globc^ Uic sign of Sbaktpeare'tThcatt'e. 
% MlsUitu^e. ' i ConpliMcm. 
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' Bum. t ' wtn pt^pheny, he coiner to t^l me of tM 
fMlr^rs ; t»«rk it.— ^Yt^u ^f right, sir i d^MohdH]^ 
woc^iifi^ t 'l^ras t^eti, iadeed. 

Pol. My lord, I hare news w tell you. 

How. My lord, I have hews to tell yon; Wh^ 
Itosdtis wds an actor in-Rotne,^^^ : * , 

Foi. The actors are cdiiie hither, my lordi * 

Ham. Buz, buz ! * 

Pol. Upon my hofioiir,*^-*— 
- Ham. Thm came mch actoif' on his a$$, ^ ■ 
' Pol. The best actors in the World^ either for tra- 
]gtedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comlettl^ 
Mitaricat-pastoral [tragical-historical, tragical-cO^ 
tti<$iil*histortcal-pastoral,] scene individable,^ c^ 
poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy,- not 
Phitttns ^>e light. For the law of writ*, and tiK6 
ttben^, these are the only men. 

Ham. OJhphthah, jndge q/''I»'arf,-^what atrea• 
iure hadst thOu ! 

Pol. What a tjreasure had he, my lord? * 

Ham. Why-ii* One foAr daughter and no ^nori^. 
The which he lov*d passing well. 

Pd. Still on my daughter. [JUd^. 

Ham. Am not I in the right, old Jephtbah f 

Pal. If yoU eall me Jephthah, my lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love passing well. » 

Ham* Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, Jis by lot^ God wot, and' then, you 
know. It came to pasSy As most like it waSf^TYi^ 
first row of the pious chansonf . will show you 
more ; for look, my abridgment comes. 

£fi*^ ybur or ^w Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all :-r-l am 
glad to see thee well : — welcome, good friends.'*^ 
O, old friend 1 Why, thy face is valancedj since I 
saw thee last ; Com'st tbou to beard § me in I>en- 
miark ?— What ! my young lady and mistress ! By^r- 

«-WrillDf. ' f Cbriftmat carolt. % Fringed. ' '( Def/. 
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lady, your ladysUpfo-p^arer totmnfW^ tbaw when 
I saw you lai^, by tba alittude of d'Chi^ne*. I^rttjf 
God, your voice, like a pie^ of uneurrent gMf be 
not cracked witbio tberiogw — Ma$(ei», y#a fureall 
welcome. We'll e'«i to't like French fak^ners, 
fly at any thing we se^r:. We'll have a speecft 
stnught ; Come, give us a tas|;e of your quaUtyf ; 
come, a passionate speech. 

I Play. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee speak measpeeqh once,-— 
but it was nevar acted ; or, if it was, net above 
once ; for the pla^, I rt^membier, pleaded not*tb# 
million ; 'twas ca^mc^X ^ ^he generalf : but it wai 
^as i received it, and others, . whose Ju(tgmenl8,io 
fuch mattei^ cried in the top|| of ^iue,) an excel* 
lent play; well digested in the scenes, set-down 
with as much modesty as cuonii^, I rememb^, 
one said, there were no sallads in the linesi. to 
make the matter savoury ; nor no matter in the 
phrase, th«Amighl^ indite^ theamhor.of affection*^* : 
but called it, an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than fine. 
One speech in it I chiefly loved : 'twas iEneas' tale 
to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, wbens be 
speaks of Priam's slaughter; If it live in your me- 
mory, begin at this line; let me see, let me see;*— 

The ringed Pyrrkus, Wee the Hyrcanian beQSt,-^ 

'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus, — he, whose sable arms, 
JKocfc as his purpose, (Kd the night resemble, 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, — 
Hath now tliis dread and black compleocion smeared 
With heraldry more dismal; head to foot 
Nmishe total gules ff ; horridly trick*dXX 
Wiih blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons; 

• Chig. f Profession. , 

'X An Italian dit^, made of the rocs of fishes. § Multitude. 

II AboTe. 5 C«mrlet. ♦• AffectattoO. 
tt^led. ;: BlttZOBttd.* 
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Bdc'd and impa$ied wUh tke jmnlMg 9Hetk9^ 
Tiuitlendmi^rmmmi»€mdadmtmedVif^ > 
2^ thek los4' 9 murder ^ Boa$i€d in wratii^ oMdJire, 
And thus oV<-Ws«d wUh coagnk^ gorCy 
With eyes like carbuncles, the hellMPyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks;»^So proceed you* 

PoL Tore God, my lord, well spoken j with gfood 
accent, and good discretion. 

J Pl^y.4wmhejind$him. 
Striking too short at Greeks ; bis onrigtic Jiaord, 
RebelMous to his arm, Uesmhere it faUs, : 
^efpugnmt to commmd : Uneqfual matched, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives i in rage, strikes mid0; 
Ekit with the whiff and wind 4^ his fell suHiird 
The unnermi father falls^ Then senseless mum, 
deeming to feel tids blow, uMhfianmg top . ; 
Stoops to his base; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus* ear ; for, hi his sv^md^ 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priamy seem'd i'tlw air to stick t - 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus s^oodj 
Afui, like a neu^cU to his will and matter j, ^ ^ 
Did nothing* 

But, as we often see, against s^fsm stcfrm$ 
A silence in the heavens, the rack* stand still. 
The bold winds speechless^ and the orb below \ ^ 

jis hush as death; anon the dreaMul thunder 
Doth rend the region : So, ajter Pyrrhus' pause, 
Atoused vengeance sets him new a-wofk ; 
And neter dui the Cijchps' hammers fall 
On Mcirs*s armour, forg*dfor proqf etemef, 
WUh less remorse than Pyrrhus^ bteeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — /^ 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods, 
tn genefal synod, take away her power; 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel. 
And boivl the round nate down the hill qf heaven, 
As/bho asto the fiends f ' 
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Ham. It ijliall to tt^ barber's^ wkli y^or beard.— ^ 
Pr'ytUee, say,on : — He's for a jig, or tale o( baw- 
dry, or he sleeps:— say on : cotne to Hecuba. 

1 Play. Bui who, ah woe! had seen the mobled*, 
queen - ^ 

Ham. The nic^lecl qtteen ? 

Pol. That's good ; niolriad queen is good; ' 

I Play. Run barefoot up and down, threatening the 
jUxtnes 
With hi88on\ rheum; a chut uponihat head, 
Where late the diadem stwd; and, for a robe, 
About Jier lank and alt tl^er-ieemed loins ^ 
A blanket, rn the (Harm of fear caught up j 
Who iW^ had seen^ uAth tongue in venoin/i steepH^ 
^Gainst Foriund'^ state would treason have^pro-^ 

But iftheg&ds themselves did see her thei^, ^' 

When she saw Pgrthus t/iake rkdlidous sport 
In mincing tijith his sword htr hu.^band*s limbs / ' ^ 
The instant burst of clamour that she made 
(Unless things mottnl mtwe them not at all,) 
Wottld have made mikhX the burning eye of heaven, 
And passion in the godsi 

Pol. Look, whether hejms not turn'd his colour^ 
and has r.'ythee, no more. 

Ham. ^thee speak out the rest 

of this sc i, will you see the pl^ 

ers well you h^ar, let them b^ 

well use the abstract, and brief 

chronicl ter your death you were 

better have a bad epitaph, than their ill report 
while you live. . » 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to theiif 
desert. 

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better; U^e 
every man after his desert, and who shall 'scap^ 

•Muflfd. t Blind. imilj. 
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whipping ) Use tbcm after yoar own btmour and 
dignity: The less they deserve, the more teferit is 
in your boiSBty. Tfeke them in. ' ' 

PoL* Oone^ sirs.^ 

[Exit^ Polonlus, ioUh ^me (^'the Pkyers. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we'll hear a play to- 
morrow. — ^Dost thou bear roe, old friend) can you 
play the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Play. Ay, ray lord. 

Ham, We'll have it to-morrow night. You couMy 
for a need, study a speech of sdme doeen or sixteen 
lines, which I would set down, and insert in't? could 
you not? . . 

I Play, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. — Follow tbat lord ; and look 
you mock him not. • [Exit Pktyer.] My good Mends, 
[To Ros. and Guil.] I'll leave you till night: you 
are welcome to Ekinore. 

Bos. Good my lord 1 ' 

[Ea^miA Rosencrantz and Guildenstern."^ 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' you :— *Now I am alone» 
O, what a rogue and peasant ^lave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here^ 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit^ 
That, from her working, all his visage wann'd 5 
Tears in his eyes, distrtiction in*s aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion, > 

That I have ? He 'would drown the stage with imx%^ 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant; and amaae, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 1 

Yet I, ; , . , .,.^, .., 

A dull and muddy-niettled r^iscal^ peak, 
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Like JobA^'dreams, uiipregiiMit of iliy cdxuse, 
An4 am my nothiqg $ bo^ nol for a ki^^ 
Upon whose property, and most dear Kfe, 
A dama'd defeat* was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calk itte villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by the iMise? gives me the He i'the 

throat. 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 
Hal 

Why, I should lake it : foif it cfmnot be. 
But I am pigeon^Iiver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 
1 should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : Bk)ody, bawdy viHain I 
ilemorseless, treacherous, lecherous^ kindlessf^ 

villain! 
Why, what an ass am I ! This is most biwre ; 
That I, the son of a dear father murder'd. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 
A scullion I 
Fyeupon't! fohl About my brains I Hupiphl I have 

beard, 
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, I' 

Have by the very ctiimtng <h the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently : 
They have proclaimed their malefactions j * J ' 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will sf^ak 
With most miraculous organ. 4'^^ bave these 

players 
Plav something like the murder of my father, i'* 
Bemre mane uncle : TU observe bis looks ; '' ^ 

lUl ieait Jiim t to^the. quick ; if be do blench §,' v ^^^ 
I know my course. The 'spirit, that I have^ seen, J '^ 
May be.^ devil ; and the devil hath power •v> 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 

• Dcstnietioo. , ,f Uonatnral. % Search his wooodt. 

f , • f Shrink cnr ttait. ' ^^ 
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Out of my weakness^ and my melancholy 
(As he is very potent with such spirits)^ 
Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds 
More nelative than this : The play^s the thin^ 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. 



ACT m, 

f SCENE I. A roam in the castle. 

Etiter King, Qu^en, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, 
and Guildenstern. 

ISng^ And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him, why be puts on this confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet . 
With turbulenti and dangerous lunacy ? 

Ros. He does confess, he feels l^imself distracted $ 
But from what cause^ hcswill by no means speal^. 

GuUd. Nor do. y/e find him jforwasrd to be 
. sounded; 
B^t5 with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to som6 confession 
Of his true state. 

Queeu. Did he receive you well ? 

JRos. Most like a gentleman. 

GuUd* But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Bos. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands, 
Af Q$t fre^ ip his yeply* , 

Queers Did you assay him 

To any pd^tiMjf^} . ] 

Sos. M^aip^^it sp fell ou(, thiat certain players 
We o'er-rirauKbt^ op the way ; pjf the«€? we to}4 him 5 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy . 
To hear of it: TJi^y sffe about tl^e coi^rt 5 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

f 6? ertook. 
VOL. X. P 
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Pol. Tis most true s 

And he beseecb'd me to eatreat your majesties, 
'To hear and see the matter. 

King. With all m; heiM*t ; and it doth much eon* 
tent me 
To h^ar him so inclined. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 

King. Sweet Gertrude^ leave us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
AflFront* Ophelia : 

Her father, and tiayself (lawful espials) f. 
Will so bestow ourselves, that seeing, unseen. 
We may of their encounter frankly J judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behavM, 
If t be the afi9iction of his love, or no. 
That thus he suflFers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
(K Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honours. 

OjpA. Madam, I wish it may. 

[Exit Queen. 

Pol Ophelia, walk you here ;— Gradous, so 
please you. 
We will bestow§ ourselves :-*^Read on this book ; 

[To Optelia. 
That show of such an exercise may cotour 
Yoiw loneliness. — ^We are oft to blame* in this,---* 
'Tis too much prov'd||, — that, with devotion's 

visage, 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

• Meet. ' t spies. X Freely. 

§ Race. If Too Ireqoent. 
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King. O, 'tb too true ! how smart 

A lash that speech doth give my conscience 1 
The harlot's cheeky beautied with plastering art. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my deed to my most painted word : 
O heavy burden ! [Aside. 

PoL I hear him coming; let's withdraw, njy lord^ 
[Exeunt King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question :-— 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and imrows of outrageous fortune ; 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And, by opposing, end them ? — ^To die, — to sleep,— 
No more ; — and, bv a sleep, to say we end 
The heart*aicfa, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a ooosummation 
Devcmtly to be wisb'd. To die ;— to sleep ; — 
To sleep ! perchance to dream j — ay, there's the 

rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil*. 
Must give us pause : There's the respeetf. 
That makes calamity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's con- 

tumelyt. 
The pangs of despls'd k)ve, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus§ make 
With a bare bodkin || ? who would ferdels^ bear. 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life ; 
But that the dread of something after death,-— 
The undiseover'd country, from whose bourn** 
No traveller returns, — puzzles tlie will ; 

* Stir, buitl«. t Cbnsideratioo. X Rudeness. 

$ Acquittaoce. Q Tlie ancieat term for a small dagger. 

f Packs, burdens. •• Boundary, limit. 
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160 HAMLET, [AcrBfe 

And makes ns rather beat* thos^ ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does mak^ cowards of us all ; 
And thus the natire hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought | 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their cuirents twrn aWry, 
And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 
The fair Ophelia : — Nymph, in thy orisons* 
Be all my sins remembered, 

Oph. Good my lord. 

How does your honour for this miiny a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you $ well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours ' 
That I have longed long to re-deliver j 
Ipray you, now receive them^ 

Ham. No, not 1 5 

I never gave you aught. 

Oph. Mv honoured lord, you khow right wen,ycW 
did 5 ' 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfame lost^ 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind. 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest ? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ham. Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means your l<n*dship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, you should 
-admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better omn- 
merce than with honesty ? 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power o^ beauty will 
sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, 
than the force of honesty can^ translate beauty into 
his likeness ; this was some time a paradox, but liow 
the time gives it proof. I did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so» 

• Prayers. 
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Horn. You should not baye believed imi for vir* 
tue cannot so inoculate our old stocky but we shall 
relish of it : I loved you not. 

aoL I was the more deceived. 
am. (jet thee to a nunnery ; Why would'st thoq 
be a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent 
honest ; but yet I could accuse me of such things^ 
that it were better, my mother had not borne me: J 
am- very proud, revengeful, ambitious ; with more 
ofifences at my beck^, than I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shape, or time to 
act them in: What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven? Wc are 
arrant knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy ways 
to a nunnery. Where's your fathei* ? 
• Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him; that he 
may play the fool no where but in's own house. 
Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry ; Be thou as chaste as ice, as 
pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calumnv. Get 
thee to a nunnery ; farewell : Or, if thou wilt needs 
marry, marry a fool ; for wise men know well enough, 
what monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, 
go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough; God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another : you jig, you amble, and 
;^ou lisp, and nick-name God's creatures, and make 
your wantonness your ignorance : Go to ; I'll no 
more oft; it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
have no more marriages: those that are married 
already, all but one, shall live ; the rest shall keep 
as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet. 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 

• Call. 
P 2 
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The ^artter's, ioldic^'s, scholar^ eye, tonijbe, 

sword : 
The expectancy and rose of the feir stitte. 
The glass of fashion, and the monild* erf form, < 
The observ'd of all observers ! qtite, quite dowxi ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wi'etched. 
That suck'd the honey of his tnnsick rows, 
^ow see that noble and most sovereign reasoti, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy t : O, woe is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I sec ! 

Re-enter King and Potonius. 

King. Love ! ^is affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what h0 spake, though it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in tds 

soul. 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood | 
And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose. 
Will be some danger : Which for to prevent, 
I have, in quick determination. 
Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England^ 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and countries different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something*settled matter in bis heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on't ? 

PoL U shall dp well ; But yet I do believe. 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. — How now, Ophelia? 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heju'd it all.-— My lord, do as you please 5 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 

• The model by whom all eodearoured to form themseWes. 
f Alienation <tf mind. 
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To sbow Us grief) let her be rounds with him : 
And I^il be p^^d, sa |>lease you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : If she fnid himi^ty 
To England send him ; oi! confine him^ t^here 
Your wisdom^ bcfet shall thinks 

King. . . It shfill be so 5 

Madness in great ones must Aot unwatch'd go. 

[Exeimi* 



SCENE II. 
A hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players. 

Hariu Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro-* 
nounced it to you^ trippingly on the tongue : but if 

iron mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as 
.ief die town-drier spoke iliy lines. Nor do not ^w 
the air too much witli your band, thus ; but use all 
gently 5 for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I 
may say) whirlwind of your passion, you must aCf 
quire, and beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul, to hear 
n robiKtious periwigrpated fellow tear a passion to 
tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the ground* 
lingsf ; who, for the most part, are capable of 
nothing but inexplicable dumb shows, and noise : 
I would have such a fellow whipped for o'er- 
doing Termagant 5 it out-herods Herod J : Pray 
you, avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be your tutor: suit the action to the 
word, the word to the action : with this special ob» 
servance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of na- 

* Reprimand bim with freedom. 

|> Tlie meaner people then seem to imve sat in the pit. - 

X Herod's character was alway* f i<ikut. 
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ture : for any thing so overdone is from the pur* 
pose of play ingjWhode end» both at the first, and now^ 
was, and isj to bold, as 'twere, the minour up to na« 
ture; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her 
own image, and the very age and body of tt^e time, 
his form and pressure*. Now this, overdone, or 
come tardy off, though it make the un^lful laugh, 
cannot but make the judicious grieve : the censure 
of which one, must, in your allowancef, o'er- weigh 
a whole theatre of others. O, there be players, that 
I have seen play, — and heard others praise, and that 
highly, — not to speak it profanely, that, neither 
having the accent of christians, nor the gait of 
christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted, and 
bellowed, that I have thought some of nature's 
journeymen had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indiffer* 
ently with us. 

Ham. O) reform it altogether. And let those, 
that play your clowns, speak no more than is set 
down for them: for there be of them, that will 
themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren 
spectators to laugh too ; though, in the mean time, 
some necessary question t of the play be then to be 
considered: that's villainous; and shows a mo^ 
pitjfiil ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make 
you ready. — {Exeunt Players. 

Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

How now, my lord ? will the king hear this piece 
otwork ? 
Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 
Ham. Bid the players make haste. — 

[Estit Polonius. 
Wilt you two help to hasten them ? 
Both. Ay, my lord. 

[Eamint Rosencrantz and Guildenstei*n. 

* ImprcMion, reMmbUnee. f Approbation. 

I ConrerMlioo, diteoune. 
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JEZam. Wbfl^f b(rf l|QSiilio 1 ;> 

£n^ fioratio. 

Hw, Here, sweet lord, atyour sarvice, 

Ham. Horatio^ thou art e^^u as jiist a man 
A^ e*er mj conTersation cppM* indthal. 

Hot. Oy my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter t 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue bast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be 

flatter'd ? 
No, let the candied tcmgue liok absurd pomp ; 
Attd crook the pregnant^ hmgesv of the> knee. 
Where thrift joaay folJo>w fawniug.. Dost thou haur I 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice^ 
And coiild of uten 4»tingtti9h h^ eleotidn, . . 
She hath seal'd thee for herself i for thou hast been 
As oikt, in sufieirilig 611, that sulGsrs Jiothidg. f i v 
A. man^ tiiat fortune's bu&ts and .cowards ... 
Hast ta'en with equal thtote i and^ blessed are those. 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co^mingled» 
That they are not a.pi^e for fbi^tnn^'s £nger 
To sound what atop she please; Give me tihat man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
En my heart's core, ay, in my heart of hearty 
As I do thee. — Something too much of this^— 
There is a play to-^nlght before the king ; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 
Which I have told thee, of my &Ltber's death. 
1 pr'ythee, when thou seest that act afoot. 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occultedf guilt 
Do not itself unkennel jn oiie speech. 
It is a damned ghost that we h&ve seen | 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy. :t^ Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes will rivet to hh face $ 

• Qaicky ready. f Secret. 

t Shop I ititby is a smitb't shop. 
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And, after, we will both om- judgvaeots join 
In censure^ of bis seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If be steal aught, the whilst this play is playing. 
And scape detecting, I will pay the tbeH. 

Ham, They are coming to the play ; I must be 
idle 2 
Get you a place. 

Danish march. A JlourisK Enter King, Queen, 
Polonius, Ophelia, Roseocrantz, GuUdenstern, 

and others. 

Kiytg. How &res our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i'faith ;^ of the camelion's dish : 
I eat the air, promise-crammed : Y(MSi cannot feed 
capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — you played 
once in the university, you say ? [To Polonius. 

Pol. That did I, my lord; and was accounted a 
good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

PoL I did enact Julius Caesar : I was killed i'llie 
Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital 
a calf there. — Be the players ready ? 

Bos. Ay, my lord; Uieystayi; upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at- 
tractive. 

Pol. O ho 1 do you mark that ? [To the King. 

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? 

[Lgmg down at Ophelia's ^eef. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. 1 mean, ray he:ad upon your lap. 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

• Opinion. t Wait. 
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Hanu That's a fiur thought to lie between maids' 
legs. 

Oph. What is^ nay lord ? 

Ham. Nothing* 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O ! your only jig-maker. What should a 
man do, but be merry ? for, look you, how cheer^iUy 
my mother looks, and my father died within these 
two hour». 

C^h, Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long ? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I'll have a suit of sables*. O heavens ! 
die two months ago^ and not forgotten yet ? Then 
there's hope, a great man's memory may outlive his 
life half a year : But, by'r-lady, he must build 
churches then : or else shall he suffer not thinking 
on, with the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is. For, 
O9 f^9 O, the hobby horse isforgoU 

Thimpets sound. The dumb show fdUows. 

Enter a King and a Q»een^ very hnmgly; the Queen 
embracing him^ and he her. She kneelSy and makes 
show qf protestation unto him. He takes her up, and 
declines his head upon her neck : lays him down upon 
a bank of flowers ; she, seeing him askep, leaves 
him. Anon comes in a feUow, takes off his crown, 
kisses it J and pours p^on in the ISng's ears, and 
eoAt. The queen returns ; finds the King dead, and 
makes passionate action. The poisonerf with some 
tvx>or three Mutes, eomes in again, seeming to lameni 
with her. The dead body is carried away. The 
poisoner wooes the Qfteen with gifts; sheseems loath 
and unwUMng awhile, but, in the end, accepts hie 
love, [Exeunt. 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 

• Tbe ricbett dr«M. 



d by Google 



168 HAMLET, [Act HI. 

Ham. Marry, this is miohing Bmlleoho*^ ; it means 
mischief. 

Oph. Belike, this show, imports the argument of 
the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow i >the players 
cannot keep counsel'; tliey'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant } 

Ham. Ay, or any show that youil show him : Be 
not you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to teli 
you what it means.' 

Oph. You are nai^ht, you are naught ; I'll mark 
the play. ^ 

Pro. ForuSf and for our tragedy. 
Here stooping to your clemency^ 
We beg your hearing paHenify, 

Ham. Is this a prcJogne, or the posy of a rnig ? 

Opfc; Ti&ibri«ft, my lord. 

Ham. As woman's love. 

JBiiter d Kbg and a Queen. 

P. JfiSfig; Pull thirty times hath Phoebus* cart J 
gone roun(i 
Neptune's sfelt Vash, and TeHus' § orbed ground j 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd sheen ||, "^ 
About the world have times twelve thirties been 5 
Since' love our hearts, and Hymen 'did our hands, 
tJnite commutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. Sq many Jo'ui'tti^ may the sun and 
moon ^ '* ' 

]M[ake ui again count o*er,ei^ Ibve be tlone f 
Biit, woe is me, you are so sick 6f late, • 
60 ftir from chfei^r, ^lidfrotn'^our* former stste^ 
That I distrust you. Yet, though* I distmst, 
Discomffort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women fear too much, even as they love 5 

* Secret wickedness, f Short. 

X Car, chariot. '$ TheeatthV' * || Shiniqg^ lottre. 
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And vvomen's fear and love hold qiutnlily ; 
In neither aught^ or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know: 
And as my love is sizM*, my fear is so. 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear 3 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows 
there. 

P. King, Taith, I must leave thee, love, and 
shortly too ; 
My operant t powers their functions leave to do : 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou-*-*— 

P. Qu€Qt. O, confound the rest ! 

Sucli love must needs be treason in ray breast. 
In second husband let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 

Ham. That's wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances;]: that second marriage 
move, 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ;^ 
A second time I kill my husband dead. 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe, you think what dow jou 
speak : 
But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but Uie slave to memory ; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree 5 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary 'tis, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose. 
The j)assion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enacture8§ with themselves destroy ; 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident, 

* Magnitode, proportion. f Actir^ 

X MotiTcs. § DeteraiAatioM. 

VOL. X. O 
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This worW te'tioi for aye ♦^ ; »or 'tte not stratige^ 
That even our Idves should with our fomm^s 

ch«iige; 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether lote lead fortune, or etee fortune love. 
The great man dov^n, you mark his favourite flies ; 
The poor advanced makes friends of enemies, 
ftlid httherto doth love- on fortune tend t 
For who not needs, shall never lack a friend 5 
And who in want a hollow friend' doth try. 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run. 

That our devices still are overthrown ; • 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed : 

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven 
light ! 
Sport and repose lock from me, day and night ! 
To desperation turn my trust and hope ! 
An anchor's t cheer in prison be my B€k>|)e ! 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet i^'hat I would have i^ell, and it destroy i 
Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife. 
If, once a widow, ever I be Wife ! 

Ham, If she should break it now, 

[To Ophelia. 

P. Emg. Tis deeply sworrt. Sweet, leave me 
here a while ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 

P. Queen. Sleep ro6k thy' brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain ! 

[Exit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Queen, The lady doth protest too much, mdtbinks. 

Ham, O, but sheUl keep her word. 

ISng. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no 
offence in't } 

• Ever. t Anchortt't. 
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Ham. No, no, theydo^tHXtJest, fK»soaUijest; no 
offence i' the world. 

King. Whdt do you call the play ? 

Ham. The Mouse-trap*, Marry, how ? Tropi- 
cally. Tluft play is thie image of a murder done in 
Vienna :> Gon^ago is'tbe duke!s name.; his, ^tfe, 
Baptista : you shall «eQ anon ; 'tis a kiQiavish piece 
of wdEk : But what of tha£ ? your majasly, and we 
that have free «aul3, it touches n3«not: ]Let the 
^filled jiide/wincet^ our wijtbeca are unwrung*-*- 

Enter Lucianus. 
Tills is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and j^our 
iove, if I.COUI4 see t^e puppets dallying. 

Oph. You are keen,' my lord, you are l^een. 

Ham^ It wpujd cost you a groaning, to t^ke off 
my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Hflrn^ So you mistake your hysbands. — Begin, 
murderer ;— leave thy damnable faces, and begin. 

Come ; 

^The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 

-^Mc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing 5 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecate's ban J thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magick and dire property. 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Poi(r* the poison into the sleeper^ s ears. 

Ham. He poisons him i'the garden for bis estate. 
His name's Gonzago : the story is extant^ and 
written in very choice Italian : You shall see anon, 
how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago's wife, 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham. What ! frighted with false fire ? 

• — ■— — the thing 

Iq which he'll catch the cooicit ooe of tb« kiQg. 
f This is » prorerhial mfmg. % Qune* 
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Qtteen. How fares my lord ? 
PoU Give o'er the play. 
King. Give me some light :-<^away ! 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham, Why, let the strucken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play : 
For some must watch, while some must sleep; 
Thus runs the world away. — 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers* (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turkf with me,) with two 
Provencial roses on my razed J shoes, get me a fel- 
lowship in a cry § of players, sir ? 
Hot, Half a share. 
Ham. A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very — ^peacock. 
Hor. You might have rhymed. 
Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word 
for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ? 
Hot. Very well, my lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of poisoning,—— 
Hor. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah,^^a ! — Come, some musick ; come, the 
recorders Ij.— 

For if the king like not the comedy. 

Why then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy^.— 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 

Come, some musick. 

GuiL Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 
you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuU. The king, sir, 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? 

GuU. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem- 
pered. 

* For bis bead. f Chtinge conditions. t Slatbfd. 

I Vack, compaojr. || A kind of flute. ^ Par JJieu. 
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Ham. With df wk, sir ? 

GuiU Np^ nay lord, with chcfler., 

Ham. Your )i;isdQm should show itself p^ore 
richer, to signify this tp the doctor ; for, for me to 
put bim toiiis purgation^ would, perhaps, plunge 
him into more cboier. 

GiuU. Good my lord, put your discourse ii)to son^ 
flrftp^, aiid start not ^o wildly frppa n^y aflEair. 

Htm* I am t^^ipe, pir :-Trproqounce. 

QtHl*. The queep, your mothpr, in nw]^t g^^t 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ha»>. You ariB Welcome. 

GuiL Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall pj^ase you to ma]ie me 
a wholesome answer, I will do your mother's com* 
mandment : if not, your pai*do% and my return, 
shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I caniiipt. 

GuU. What, my Iprd ? 

0am. Mi^ke ypi4 ^ wholesome aoswer j my wit's 
dis€^^^ But, sir, ^uch answer as I can ipake, you 
shall eomoiacid ; or, rather, as you say, my mother : 
therefore no morfiJ, hut to the matter : My mf^ther, 
you say, 7-. ;, 

Bos. Then thus shp sjays^; Your beh^v^our h^th 
$tnuck h/er ii^to amaze^ieat ^p^ admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son^ ' .«at can so iistonish a 
mother ! — ^But i& there no sequel at the heels of this 
mother's admiration ? impart. 

R9S. SW desires tp ;5peak with you in her closet, 
ere you ga to b^« 

Ham* We .«hall pbey, were she ten times our 
nether^ Have ywj^ny further trade* with us ? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love nae. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers f. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper ? you do, surely, hut bar the.door upon your 
Qlfin iifeerty,.if von deny yqjp: gri^s to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.' 

• BasincM. • f Hands. 
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Bo€. How can that be^ when you have the voice 

of the king himself, for your succession in Denmmic ? 
Ham. Ay, sir, but, While the gra$$ gnwiy-^tiie 

proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players, with recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let me see one. — ^To withdraw 
with you :^— Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Gwd. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe ? 

Guil. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Oail. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

(^il. I know no touch of it, my loiHi. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 
tages*, widi your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most elo- 
quent musick. Look you, these are the stops, 

Gftttl. But these cannot I command to any utter* 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Whv, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make 0% me. You would play upon me ; you 
would seem to know my stops : you would pluck 
out the heart of my mystery ; you would sound me 
from my lowest note to the top of my compass : and 
there is much musick, excellent voice, in this little 
organ ; yet cannot you make it speak. 'SUood, do 
you think, I am easier to be played on than a pipe? 
Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Emer Polonius. 

God bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you^ 
9xA presently. 

• Holes. 
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Ham. Do you see yonder eloud^ that's idiaostiii 
shme of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass^ and 'tis like a camel^ imleed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weaseU 

PoL It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by. 
—They fool me to the top of my bent^. — I will 
come by and by. 

Pol. I will say so. [Emi Pokmius. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. — Lieave me, friends. 
[Exeunt Ros. GuiL Hor. ifc. 
Tis now the very witching time ci night ; 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes 

out 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 

blood, 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother; 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, bt^ use none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 
How in my words soevjer she be sheutf, 
To give them seals % never, my soul, consent ! 

[ExU. 

SCENE III. 
A room in the same. 

Enter King, Roseiicrantz, tind druildenstera; 

King. 1 like him not^ nor stands it safe with u% 
To let h|s madness range. Therefore, prepare^ you i 
I your commission will forthwith despatch^ { 

• Utmott stretch. f lU^rfoftd; '' '' ' 

% Avtbority to pvt thtm in cxceatiom ] 
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And be lo Bngtaod sbmll nkmg wHb yeu t 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth boui^ly grow 
Out of his luoe»*# 

GuU. We will ourselves provide s 

Most holy and religious fear it is^ 
To keep those many many bodies safe. 
That live, and feed, upon your mfyesly. 

Ro$, The single and peculiar life is bouud^ 
With all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon wbo«e weal depend and rest 
Tbe Kve« <k m^ny. The cease of majesty 
Dies not ak>ne ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with itt it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount. 
To whose huge spokes ten tbousand lesser tiling • 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which^ when it falls^ 
Each small annexment, pet^ consequence, 
' A4;tends tbe boist'rous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage;^ 
For we will fetters put upon ithis fear. 
Which now gi^es too free-iboted. 

Ros. GuU. " Wewill hasle u». 

[fitreufU Roeenorantz and Guildeastern. 

'EnJ^er Polonius. 

PoJ. My lord, he's g^oing to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras f Til convey myself, 
I'o bear the process \ I'll warrant, she'll tax him 

home : 
And, as ^ou said, ^nd wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mother, 
l^ttce natttve makes them partial, should o'^rbefur 
The $peeqh, of vantage^ F^e you jvell, .n?y liegi? | 
I'll call ui^ you ere you. go tabbed, u^ 
And telljjQ^j ^l^at 1 know. 

• LumrHibi. f T«i>ettrj. 
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King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Ewit Polonius* 
O^ my offence is rank, it smells to heaven 3 
It hath the primal eldest curse npon't, 
A brother's murder ! — Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ? 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens. 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy^ 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,— 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fell. 
Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up ; 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder 1-* 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world. 
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above : 
There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd. 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 
Try what repentance can : What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 
O limed* soul ; that struggling ho be free. 
Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay ! 
Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart with strings of 
steel, 

* Caag bt as with bird-lime. 
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Be 90ft as stnews of the new-born babe ; 

All may be well. [Retires md kneels. 

Enter HanileU 

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now h^ is praying ;• 
And now I'll do't ; and so he goes to heaven : 
And so ^m I reveng'd ? That would be scanned* : 
A villain kilts my fkther ; and, for that, 
I, his solef son, do this same villain send 
To heave4»i 

Why, this is hh« and salary J, hot revenge. 
He took my father grossly^ full of bread ; 
With all his crimes broad-blown, as flush as May ; 
And, how his au<ttt stands, who knows, save heaven h 
But, in our cireumstanee and course of thought, 
*Tis heavy with him : And am I then reveftg*d. 
To tak^ him in the purging of his soul, 
When he m fit and season'a for his passsge ? 
No, 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid bent§ 2 
When b^ is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 
Or in- the incestuous pleasures of his bed 5 
At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in*t : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven ; 
And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black. 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 
This physiek but prok)ng« thy sickly days. [Earik 

The King rises and advances. 

IRng. My words fly up, my thoughts i*emain 
below : 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. 

[Etft. 

* SkottM be coosidered. f Oaly. ♦ Rew^rd^ - 

} Seize bim at a more horrid time. 
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SCENE IV. 
Another room in the same. 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look^ you lay home 
to him : 
Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear 

with ; 
And that your grace hath screened and stood 

between 
Much heat and him. lil silence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen, I'll warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, ,mother ; what's the matter ? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou bast thy father much o^ 
fended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my fetber much of- 
fended. 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle 
tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham. What's the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No, by the rood *, not so : 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And, — 'would it were not so ! — you are my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can 
speak. 

flam. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall 
pot budge ; 

• Cross. 
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You go not, till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder 
me? 
Help, help, bo ! 
Pol. [Behind.] What, ho ! help ! 
Ham. How now ! a rat ? 

[Draws. 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras. 
Pol. [Behind.'] O, I am slain. 

[FaUs, and dies. 
Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 
Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

[Ufts up the arras, and draws forth Polonius. 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed; — almost as bad, good 
mother, 
As kill a king, and inarry with bis brother. 
Queen. A^ HiH & l^i"g ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, *twas my word. — 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To Polonius. 
I took thee for thy better : take thy fortune : 
Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some df^nger.— 
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace ; sit you 

down. 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so. 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar*st wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against roe ? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose* 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriage- vows 
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As false as dicers' oaths : O^ such a deed 

As from the body of conti-action* plucks 

The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 

A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow : 

Yea^ this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful t-visage, as against the doom. 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index { ? 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this ; 
Tlie counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's § curls ; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station ]| like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — Look you now, what 

follows : 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten^ on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it, love : for, at your age. 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble. 
And waits upon the judgment ; And what judgment 
Would step from this to this? Sense**, sure, you 

have. 
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that 

sense 
Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err ; 
Nor sense to ecstasy ft was ne'er so thrall'd. 
But it reserv'd some quantity of choice, 
To serve in such a difference. What devil was't, 

* Marriage-contract. f Sorrowful. 

X Index of contents prefixed to a book. § Apollo's. 

II Tl|« act of standing. N ' % T* grow fat. 

•• Sensation. ff Phrenxy. 
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That thus hath cozeu'd you at hoodipan-hlind* } 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sansf ^^h 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 

Could not so mope :{:. 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell. 

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own &^e : proclaim no shame. 

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge 5 

Since frost itself as actively doth burn. 

And reason panders will. 

Queen. O, Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots. 
As will not leave their tinct§. 

Ham. . Nay, but to live 

In tlie rank sweat of an enseamed || bed ; 
Stew'd in corruption 5 honeying and making love 
Over the nasty stye 5— — 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like. daggers, enter in mine ears: 
No more, sw^eet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain : 

A slave, that is aot twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice % of kings ; 
*A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadeoi stole. 
And put it in his pocket 1 

Queen. No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. ^ A king 

Of shreds and patches : — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings. 
You heavenly guards !-r-What would your gracious 
figure ? 

Queen. Alas, he^s mad. 

• Blinciman's bnff. f Without. t Be so ktupUl. 

§ Colour. II Greasy. % Mimick. 
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Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to cbide^ 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command } 
O, say ! 

Ghoit. Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost bhinted purpose. 
Bnty look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul 5 
Conceit* in weakest bodies strongest works; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with you, ^ ^ - 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the hicorporal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements f. 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him ! on him ! — Look you, how pale he 
glares! . 
His form and cause conjoined, preilching to stones, 
Would make them capable J. — ^Do not look upon 

me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects § : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance||, for bkxMl. 

Qneen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing the^e ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is, I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals 
away ! 
My father, in bis habit as he liv'd ! 

* Imagioation. 
f The hair ^faDimali U excrementitious, that Js^ wtlhoQi iif« or 
<eiitatioD. 

X lotellifeat. § Actioiis. H Perhaps. 
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Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 

[Exit Gho6t. 

Queetu This is the very coinage <^your brain : 
This bodifess creation ecstasy* 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy! 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time^ 
And makes as healthful musick : It is not madness^ 
That I have uttered : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re- word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That not your trespass, but mv madness, speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen* Confess yourself to heayen ^ 
Repent what's past; avoiid what is to come ; 
And do not spread the oompostf on the weeds. 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue : 
For in tlie fatness of these pursy times. 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ; 
Yea, curbt and woo, for leave to^do hUn good. 

Qiieeit. O Hamlet 1 thou haat deft my heart ttt 
twain. 

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it. 
And live tbe |ittr<^ with the otb^ half. 
Good night : but go not to my unele's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this ; 
That to the itf e oi actions £Edr and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 
That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night ; 
And tbiit shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the^^xt abstinence : the next more easy: 
For use almost can chaise the stamp of nature^ 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night ! 
And when you are desirous to be bless'd. 
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ril blessing beg of you. — ^For this «Ame lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius. 
I do repent : But heaven l»th pleas'd it so,— 
To punish me with this, and this with roe, 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer welt 
The death I gave him. So, again, good nig^t ! — 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad l>egins, and worse remains bebindi — 
But one word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall 1 do ? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : ' 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you, his 

mouse*; 
And let him, for a fair of reechyt kisses, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damned fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I essentially am not in madness. 
But mad in craft. *Twere good, you let him know : 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 
Would from a paddock:^, from a bat, a gib§. 
Such dear concerniugs hide ? who would do so ? 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy. 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 
Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape. 
To try conchisions||, in the basket creep. 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of 
breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to £ngland ; you know that? 

Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot, it is so concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters seal'd : and my two sefaool- 
fellows, — 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang^df,^^ 

♦ A term of endearment. f Steaming with heat. j Toad. 

$ Cat. 11 E>«»»«'ri*»Hirtt. ^ Hating their teeth. 

R 2 
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They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my wiqr^ 
And marshal me to knavery : liet it work ; 
For His the sporty to ha^re the engineer 
Hoist with his own petards and it shaU go bard^ 
But I will delve one yard bek)w their mmea, 
And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweety 
When ih one lii^ two crafts directly meet»-m 
This man shall set me packing. 
I'll lug ^he guts into the neighboui: room :— 
Mother, ^ood night.-*-Jndeed9 this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave^ 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you :•«- 
Grood ni^t^ mother. 

[Exeimt seoerally J Hamlet ilraggnig m 
Pokmius. 



ACT IV. ' 
SCENE I. The same. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and Guilden* 
stern. 

King. There's matter in these sighs ; (Aiese pro- 
found heaves ; 
You must translate t 'tis fit we understand them : 
Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a Httle while.—- 
[To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, who go out^ 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-ni^fat I * 
King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hatnlet ? 
Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend 
Which is the mightier : In his htwless lit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 
Whips out his rapier, cries, Atai! a rat .'. 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 

• Blown ap with bit own bomb. 
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The unseen good old man. 

King. • O heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 
His liberty is fiill of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us^ to every one. 
Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answered ? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out <^ 

haunt*. 
This mad young man : but, so much was our love, 
We would not understand what was most fit ; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease. 
To keep it fi'om divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd : 
O'er whom his very madness, like some ore. 
Among a mineralf of metals base. 
Shows itself pure 5 he weeps for what is done. 

King. 6, Gertrude, come away ! 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touchy 
But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill. 
Both countenance and excuse. — Ho 1 Guilden^ternf 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, 

Friends both, go joia you with some further aid ; 
Hamlet in madness hath Pokmius slain. 
And from his motlier's closet bath be dragg'd 14m: 
Go, seek him out; speak fair, and bring tbe body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

. [Ekeunt Ros. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friepds ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander^-tr 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter. 
As level as the cannon to his blank]:. 
Transports his poison'd shot,T-*niay miss our name. 
And hit the woundless air.— -O come away i 
My soul is fiill of discard, «nd dijsmay. [Exeunt. 

• Compaoy. f Jiliae. X Mark. 
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SCENE II. 
Another room in the same. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. — Safely stowed, — [Ros. ifc. mtkm. Hamlet! 
lord Hamlet!] But soft!— what noise? who calls 
on Hamlet ? O, here they come. < 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildensteni. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where 'tis; that we may take it 
thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep vour counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be aemanded of a sponge ! 
— what replication should be made by the son of a 
king? 

Ros. Take you me for a spouge, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such offi-. 
cers do the king best service in the end : He keeps 
them like an ape, in the corner of his jaw 5 first 
mouthed, to be last swallowed : When he needs 
what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, 
sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Ro^ I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear. 

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is 
not with the body^ The king is a thing — 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



ScBNB III.] PRINCE OF DENMARK. 189 

' GuU. A thing, my lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox^ 
and all after^^. lExeunU 



SCENE III. 

Another room in the same. 

Enter King, attended. 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 

body. 
How dangeroixs is it, that this man goes loose ! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes 5 
And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weighed. 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and 

even. 
This siidden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown. 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd. 

Enter Rosencrantz. 

Or not at M4 — How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Bios. Where the^dead body is bestow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King, But where is he ? 

Ros, Without, my lord^ guarded, to know your 
pleasure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstem ! bring ia my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham^ At supper. 

King. At supper ? Where ? 

• A iport amoDf children* 
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Ham. Not where he eats, but/ where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politick worms are e'en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet: 
we fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat our- 
selves for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean 
beggar, is but variable service ; two dishes, but to 
one table ; that's the end. 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of 
that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by .this ? 

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him i'the other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [To some Jttendants. 

Ham. He will stay till you come. 

[Eoseunt Attendants. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety, 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thee 

hence 
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help*. 
The associates tendf, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, come ; 
for England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

• Rigbty ready. f Attend. 
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King, Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother: Father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one jQesb ; and so, my 
mother. Come, for England. [Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot 5 tempt him with speed 
aboard ; 
Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the affair : Pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt Rx)s. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us), thou may'st not coldly set* 
Our sovereign process j which imports at full. 
By letters cdnjuring to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the hectick in my blood he rages. 
And thou must cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my hapsf, my joys will ne'er begin; [iiwV. 



SCENE IV. 
A plain in Denmark. 

Enter Fortinbras, and Forces, marching. 

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king; 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us. 
We shall express our duty in his eye J, 
And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do't, my lord. 

JFor. Go softly on. 

\Exeunt Fortinbras and Forces. 

• Valae^ estimate. f Sacceises. % Presence. 
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Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, ^c. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers* are these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purposed, sir, 

I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who 

Commands them, sir ? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir. 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground. 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 
JNor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polackf never will de- 
fend it. 

Cap. Yes, *tis already garrison'd. 

Ham. Two thousand souls,^ and twenty thousand 
ducatsi 
Will not debate the question of this straw: 
This is the imposthumeof much wealth and peace 3 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi'you, sir. lExit Captain* 

Jtos. Wiirt please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little be- 
fore. [E^nt Ros. and Guil. 
How all occasions do inform against me. 
And spur my dull revenge I What is a man, 
If his chief good, and market]: of his time. 
Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with such large dis- 
course§, 

• Forces. f PoUnder. 

t Profit. § Ptower of comprehension. 
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Looking before, and after, gave lis not 

That capability and godlike reason. 

To fust* in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 

Bestial oblivion, or some craven f scruple 

Of thinking too precisely on the events — 

A thought, which, quartered, hath but one part 

wisdom. 
And, ever, three parts coward, — ^I do not know 
Why yet I live to say. This thing's to do; 
Sith^ I have cause, and will, and strength, . and 

means. 
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 
Witness, this army of such mass, and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 
Whose spirit, with divine ambition puffM, 
Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 
E^cposing what is mortal, and unsure. 
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare. 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great. 
Is, not to stir without great argument ; 
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw. 
When honour's at the stake. How stand It&en, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd. 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood. 
And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame. 
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent, 
To hide the slain ?— O, fi*om this time forth. 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 

[Exit. 

* Grow mouldy.' f Cowardly. • X Since. 
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SCENE V, 

Elsinore. A room in the castle. 

Enter Queen and Horatio. 

Queen. ——I will not speak with her. 

Hor. She is impoi*tunate ; indeed^ distract ; 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have ? 

Hor. She speaks much of her father ; says, she 
hears. 
There's tricks i'the ^orld; and hems, and beats her 

heart; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt^ 
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing. 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection 5 they aim* at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures, yield 

them. 
Indeed would make one think, there might be 

thought. 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen. Twere good she were spoken with j ftw 
she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds : 
Let her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is. 
Each toy t seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself in learing to be spilt. 

* 

Re-enter Horatio, rvith Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark? 

♦ Guess, t Trifle. 
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Queen* How now^ Ophelia ? 

Oph. How should I your true-love know 
From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 

And his sandal skoon^. [Singing. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

He is dead ami gone; 
At his head a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone. 

O, ho! 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia^— — - 

OjpA* Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow. [Sings. 

Enter King. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph • Larded f aU with sweet flowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go. 
With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, God 'ieldj you ! They say, the owl 
was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we 
are, but know not what we may be. God be at 
your table I 

Kng. Conceit upon her &dier. 

Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this ; but 
when they ask you, what it means, say you this : 

Good morrow, 'tis Saint Falentine*s day, 

AU in the morrdng hetime. 
And I a maid at your window. 

To be your Valentine : 

• Sboef. f Otrnitbed. t Reward. 
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Then up he rose, and dm'd* his chUws, 

And dupp*df the chamber door; 
Let in the maid, that out a. maid 

Neoer departed more. 

Kbig. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed^ without an oath^ Til make an end 
on't : 

By Gisl, and by Saint Charity X^ 

Alack, andfy^for shame L 
Young men wiU do% if they come to*t.; 

By cock, they ateio blamek 

Quoth she. Before you tumbled me. 

You promised me to wed : 
He answers. 
So would IKa* done, by yonder sun. 

An thmkhadst mtcome to my. bm. 

King. How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph. I hope^ all will be well. We must be pa- 
tient : but I cannot choose but weep, lo4iiink^ tbey 
should lay him i'tbe cold groimd : JVly bcother shall 
know of it^ and so I thank you for your good coun- 
sel. Come, my coach ! Good night, laclies ; good 
nighty sweet ladies: good nighty good night. 

[E^t. 

ISng. FoUow her cloae ; give her good watcby I 
pray you, [Exit Boratip* 

O ! this is the poison of deep grief;: il. SfNTingg 
All from her father's death : And now behold^ 
O Gertrude, Gertrude^ 

When sorrows com^, they come not single spiesf> 
But in battalions ! Flrst^ her father slam ; 
Next, your son gone; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in thciir thoughts and 
whispers, 

* Do oDy i, e. pat on. i* Do ap. 

X Saints in the Roman CaMioUc calendar. 
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For good Poloniiis* death } and we have done but 

greenly*. 
In hugger-mugger t to inter him : Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fiiir judgment; 
Without the which we ai'e pictures, or mere beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these. 
Her brother is in secret come from France : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death } 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd. 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Grertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superfluous death ! [A noise wiitun. 

Queen. Alack ! what noise is this ? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend. 
Where are my Switzers^? L^t them guard the 

door: 
What is the matter ? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of his list§, 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste. 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head. 
Overbears your officers 1 The rabble call him, lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 
The ratiners and props of every word. 
They cry. Choose toe; Laertes shall be king ! 
Caps, bands, and tongues, applaud it to the skies, 
Laertes shali be king^ Laertes king / 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail || they 
cry! 
O, this is counter f^, you &lse Danish dogs. 

£iiig. The doors are broke. [Noise within. 

• Witbont jadgmeot. f Prifately. I Goardt. 

$ Bounds. i| Scent. 

^ K'^ndt nn coantcr wli«it ihty trac« the icent backwardt. 
S 2 
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Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes following. 

Laer. Where is this king ?^ — Sirs, stand you rfl 
without. 

Dan. No, let's come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door. 

Laer. I thank you: — ^keep the door. — O thou vile 
king, 
Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaitps 
me bastard ; 
Cries, cuckold, to my father 5 brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched^ brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. WJiat is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 
Let him go, Grertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will. — ^Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd; — ^Let him go, Ger- 
trude 5— 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen, But not by hini. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled 
with : 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to niegligence. 
Let come what Comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Most throughly for my fether. 

* Cleftd, undefiled. 
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King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well. 
They shall go far with little. 

IRng. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your re- 
venge. 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and loser ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my 
arms ; 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican. 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's death. 
And am most sensibly in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear*. 
As day does to your eye. 

Danes. IfVithin.'] Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed with straws and 
Jlowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt. 

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! — 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight. 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits 

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 

Nature is finef in love : and, where 'tis fine. 

It sends some precious instance of itself 

After the thing it loves. 

• Appear. f Artful. 
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Oph. Thmi bore him barrfac*dm the bier ^ 
Iietf no notuky, nanny hey nomiy: 
And m hie grace rain*d mami a tear;-^ 

Fare you well, ray dove ! 

Loir. Hadst thou thy wits^ and didst persuade 
revenge. 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. You must sing, JDbum-a-dotim, an you call 
him o-down-a. O, how the wheel ^ becomes itl It 
is the false steward, that stole his master's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance j 
pray you, love, remember; and there is pansies^ 
that's for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness ; thoughts and re- 
membrance fitted. 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : 
—there's rue for you; and here's some for me:— we 
may call it, herb of grace o'Sundays : — you may 
wear your rue with a difference f. — ^There's a daisy : 
—I would give you some violets; but thev withered 
all, when my rather died :— They say, he made a 
good end, 

For bonny sweet Robin ii all fnyjoy^^^ [Sings. 

Laer. Thought^ and affliction, passion, hell 
itself. 
She turns to &vour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. And will he not come again f [Sings. 

And will he not come again? 

No J no, he is dead. 

Go to thy death'bedy 
He never will come again. 

* The burden. 

t t. e. Bj iu Svndsy ntmt, * herb ^f grace ;'* mine is merely me, 
t. e. torrow. 
: Melancholy. 
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iJi»tb00tdfims (is white as snow f 
AHfioxen was his poU : 

He U^igone, he is gam. 

And we cast awa:^ moan; 
God 'a mercy on his soul! 

And of all Christian souls ! I pray Grod. God be 
wi' you ! [EM C^hefia. 

Laer. Do you see this, O jGod ? 
' Sing* Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 
Or you deny Hie right. Go.byt apar:^ 
Make clk)ice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall hear, and judge /twixt you and me:t 
If .by.disect or by> collateral. handi 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not,^ 
Be you content^to lend your patieoce lo us,^ 
And. we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content* 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral,— 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones. 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,—- 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must dalL't in question* 

King, ^o you shall; 

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall : 
I pray you, go with me« [Exeimi. 



SCENE VL 

Another room in the same. 

Enter Horatio, and a Servant. 

Hor. What are they, that would speak with me? 
Serv. " Sailors, sir; 

They say, they have letters for you. 
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Hot. Let tbem come in.— - 

[EobU Servant. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hor. Let him bless thee too. 

I SaiL He shall, sir, an't please him. There's a 
letter for you, sir : it comes from the ambassador 
that was bound for £ngland; if your name be 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. IReads.] HorBXio, when thou sbalthaceover^ 
looked iJtts, gm these feUoios some means to the kb^f 
they have letters for Mm. Ere we were two days M 
at sea, a pirate qf very warlike appointmeid gave us 
chace : Finding ourselves too slow ofsailj we put on a 
compelled valour ; and in the grapple I boarded them : 
on the instant they got clear of oar ship;^ so I alone be- 
came their prisoner. They have dealt mtk me, Uke 
thieves of mercy ; but they knew what they did; lam 
to do a good turn for them. Let the king have the 
letters I liave sent; and repair thou to me with as 
much haste as thou would*st fly death. I have ux>rds 
to speak in thine ear, will mtuce thee dumb; yet are 
.they much too light for the bore of the matter. These 
good fellows will bring thee where I am. Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern hold their course for England: qf 
them I have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 

Come, I will give you way for these your letters ; 
And do't the speedier, that you may direct me 
To bim from whom you brought tbem. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE Vli. 
Another room in the 8ame. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King, Now must your conscience my acquittance 
seal. 
And you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith* you have heard, and with a knowing ear. 
That he, which hath your noble father slain, 
Pursu'd my life. 

Laer. It well appears : — ^But tell me. 

Why you proceeded not against these feats. 
So crimeful and so capital in nature, 
As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things else. 
You mainly were stirr'd up ? 

King. O, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'dt> 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 

mother. 
Lives almost by bis looks ; and for myself, 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She is so conjunctive to my life and soul. 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a public count I might not go. 
Is the great love the general genderj bear him ; ^ 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection. 
Work like the spring § that tumeth wood to stone. 
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows. 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again. 
And not wh^e I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms ; 

• Since. •f Deprired of strength. % Common people. 
§ Petrifying tpringt are common in many parts of England. 
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Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections :— But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think. 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull. 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger. 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more : 
I loved your fet her, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,— 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 

King. Prom Hamlet ! who brought them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them not; 
They were given me by Claudio ; he receivM them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear them : — 

Leave us. [Eont Messenger. 

[Reads.] High and mighty j you shall tnoto, I am 
set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg 
leave to see your kingly eyes; when I shaU, first askmg 
your pardon thereunto , recount the occasion ofmysudden 
and more strange return. 

HAML8T. 

What should this mean 1 Are all the rest come back ? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ^ 

Laer. Know you the band ? 

King. Tis Hamlet's character. Nakedy^^ 

And, in a postscript here, he says, alone: 
Can yott advise me } 

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come 5 
It warms the very sickness in my heart. 
That I shall live and tell him to hiij teeth. 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. ' If H be so, Laertes, 

As how should itbe so ? how other,wise ? — 
Will you be rul'd by me ? 
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IjOLer. Ay, my lord; 

So you will not o*er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own. peace. If he be now re- 
tum'd, — 
As checking* at his voyage, and that be means 
No more to undertake it, — ^I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd ; 

The rather, if you could devise it so. 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality. 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him. 
As did that one ; and that, in my regard. 
Of the un worthiest siege f- 

Laet. What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears, 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds. 
Importing health and graveness.'^Two months 

since. 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
I have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't \ he grew unto his seat \ 
And to such wond'rous doing brought his horse. 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd 
With the brave beast: so farhetopp'd my thought. 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks. 
Come short of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman^ was't ? 

fSng. A Norman. 

• Objecting to. f Place. 

VOL. X. T 
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Laer. Upon my Hfe, Lamord. 

Kir^. The very same. 

Laer. I know him well : be is 1^ brooch*^, indeed. 
And gem of all the nation. 

Rix^. He made confession of you \ 
And gave you such a masterly report, 
For art and exercise in your defence f. 
And for your rapier most especial. 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed, 
fif one could match you: the scrimers^ of their 

nation. 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 
If you oppos'd them : Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you. 
Now, out of this, 

Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

JKng. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this ? 

J^ing. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father ; 
But that I know, love is begun by time ; 
And that I see, in passages of proof §, 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it ; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 
For goodness, growing to a pleurisy. 
Dies in his own too much : That we would do. 
We should do when we would ; for this wmdi 

changes. 
And hath al)atement6 and delays as many. 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents; 
And then thi^ should is like a spendthrift sigh. 
That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o'the ulcer : 

• Oraament. f Science of defencCy t. e. fencing. 

X Fencers. ^ % Daily experience. ' 
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Hamlet comes back 5 What would you undertake. 
To show yourself in deed your father's son 
More/than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i'the church* 

King. No place^ indeed^ should murder sanctu* 
" arize: 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within yOur chamber : 
Hamlet returned, shall know you are come home : 
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence. 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you 5 bring you, in fine, 

together. 
And wager o'er your heads : he, being remiss. 
Most generous, and free from all contriving. 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease. 
Or with a little shuffiing, you may choose 
A sword unbated*, and, in a pass of practice f. 
Requite him for your father. 

Luer. I will do't : 

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword. 
I bought an unction of a mountebank^ 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it^ 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 
That is but scratched withal : Til touch my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be deaths 

King. Let's further think of this ; 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means, 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail, 
And that our drift look through our bad per- 
formance, 
'Twere better not assay'd : therefore this project 
Should have a back, or second, that might bold, 
If this should blast in proof ;(• Soft,*-let me see :«- 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings §,«—- 

* Not blunted as foils are. f Exercise. 

' X As fire-arms sometimes barst in proviof their streogtb. $ SkiU. 
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I ha't : 

When in your motion you are hot and dry 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 
And that he calls for drink, Til have preferred* him 
A chalice for the nonce f ; whereon but sipping. 
If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck J, 
Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise ? 

Enter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So fast they follow : — Your sister's drown 'd, Laertes* 

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where ? 

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook^ 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastick garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples§, 
That liberal II shepherds give a grosser name. 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them : 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself. 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide ; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable^ of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element : but long it could not be. 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Puird the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then, she is drown'd ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone, 

* Presented. f A cup for the purpose. J Thrust. 

§ Orchis moriQ mas, \\ Ltceotious. ^ loscDslble^ 
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The woman will be out*. — ^Adieu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire^ that fain would b]aze> 
But that this folly drowns it. [Eocit. 

ISng. Let^s follow, Gertrude i 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 
Now fear I, this will give it start aj^in ; 
Therefore^ let's follow. [EasennU 



ACT V. 
SCENE L A churchryard. 

Enter two Clowns^ with spades* 

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in christian burial^ that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, she is; therefore make her 
grave straightf ; the crowner hath set on her, and 
finds it christian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned her- 
self in her own defence ? 

2 Clo. Why, 'tis found so. 

1 Clo. It must be se offendendo; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point : If I drown myself 
wittingly, it argues an act : and an act hath three 
branches ; it i§, to act, to do, and to perform : Argal, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water; 
good : here stands the man ; good : if the man go 
to this water, and drown himself, it is, will he, nill 
he, he goes ; mai*k you that : but if the water come 
to him, and drown him, he drowns not himself: 
Argal, he that is not guilty of his own death, 
shortens not his own life. 

2 Oo. But is this law ? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-quest law.. 

2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't ? If this had not 

• Tean will flow. f ImoMdiatelj. 

t2 
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been a gendewomaii, she should have be^i buried 
out of christian burial. 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'st : And the more 
pity ; that great folks shall have countenance in 
this world to drown or hang themselves more than 
their even* christian. Come, my spade. There is 
no ancient gentlemen but gardeners^ ditchers, and 
grave-makers ; they hold up Adam's profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost thou 
understand the scripture ? The scripture says, Adam 
digged; could he dig without arms? I'll put 
another question to thee : if thou answerest me not 
to the purpose, confess thyself 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than either 
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

2 Go. The gallows- maker ; for that frame out- 
lives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. 1 like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gaU 
lows does well : But how does it well ? it does well 
to those that do ill : now thou dost ill, to say, the 
gallows is built stronger than the church ; argal, 
the gallows may do well to thee. To*t again ; 
come. 

2 do. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter ? 

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyokef. 

2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Oo. To't. 

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance. 

1 Ch. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for 
your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating : 
and, when you are asked this question next, say, a 
grave-maker ; the houses that he makes, last till 

• Tellow. f Give over. 
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doomsday. Go, get tbee to Yaughan, and fetch me 
a stoup of liquor. [Exit 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did lave^ did love*, 

Methought, it was very sweet. 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove, 

O, methought, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hor. Custom hath made it in him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham. Tis e'en so: the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps, 
Hath claw'd me in his clutch, 
And hath shipped me into the land. 
As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a scull. 

Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could 
sing once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first mur- 
der ! This might be the pate of a politician, which 
this ass now o'er-reaches ; one that would circiim* 
vent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which would say, Good- 
morrow, sweet lord ! How dost thou, good lord ? 
This might be my lord such-a-one, that praised my 
lord such-a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it ; 
might it not ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e'en so : and now my lady Worm's; 
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard witli a 
sexton's spade : Here's fine revolution, an we had 
the trick to see't. Did these bones cost no more 

* The tong eotire is printed in Percy's Roliqoes of ancient English 
.*V>etr7, voL i. It was written by Lord Vaux. 
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tbe breeding, but to play at loggats* with tb^n ? 
mine ache to think on t. 

1 CIo. A ptck-cuce, and a spade, a spade, [Sings. 
For — atid a shrouding sheet : 
O, a pit qf clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throws up a scull. 

Ham. There^s another: Why may not that be 
the scull of a lawyer ? Where be his quidditsf now, 
his quillets^, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? 
why does he suflFer this rude knave now to knock 
him about the sconce§ with a dirty shovel, and will 
not tell him of his action of battery ? Humph ! This 
fellow might be in*s time, a great buyer of land, 
with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, hi^ recoveries : Is this the fine of 
his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have 
his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch 
him no more of his purchases, and double ones 
too, than the length and breadth of a pair of inden- 
tures ? The very conveyances of his lands will 
hardly lie in this box ; and must the inheritor him- 
self have no more ? ha ? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins tpo. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek 
out assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow : — 
Whose grave's this, sirrah ? 

1 Qo. Mine, sir. — 

O, a pit of clay for to be made [Sings^ 

For such a guest is meet. 

Ham. I think it be4;hine, indeed 3 for thou liest 
in't. 
1 Oo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it b 

• An andeat game, played as quoiis are at prtsent. 
t Sobtiltiet. % Frivolous distinctions. § Head. 
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not yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is 
mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in*t, and say it is 
thine; His for the dead, not for the quick 3 there- 
fore thou liest. 

I Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir 5 Hwill away again, 
from me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

1 Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

1 Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

1 Qo. One, that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her 
soul, she's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak 
by the card*, or equivocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatio, these three years I have tiken note 
of it ; the age is grown so pickedf^ that the toe of 
the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, 
he galls his kibe, — How long hast thou been a 
grave-maker ? 

1 Clo. Of all the days i'the year, I came to't that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortin- 
bras. 

Ham. How long's that since ? 

1 Ch. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
bom : he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into Eng- 
land? 

I Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great 
matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

1 Ch. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

• Hy the compass, or chart of direction. f Spmcc, affected. 
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Ham. How strangely ? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Bam. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sex- 
ton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i'tfie earth ere he 
rot? 

I Oo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die (as 
we have many pockv corses oow-a-days, that will 
scarce hold the laymg in), he will last you some 
eight year, or nine year : a tanner will last yon nine 
year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with bis 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; 
and your water is a sore decayer of your whoreson 
dead body. Here's a scull now hath lain you i'the 
earth three-and^twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

1 Cb. A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose 
do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! 
he poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. 
This same scull, sir, was Yorick's scull, the king's 
jester. 

Ham. This ? {Takes the $cuU. 

1 Clo. E'en that. 

. Ham. Alas 1 poor Yorick 1 — I knew him, Hora- 
tio 5 a fellow of infinite jest ; of most excellent 
fancy : lie bath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now, how abhorred in my imagination 
it is 1 my gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips, 
that I have kissed I know not how oft. Whei'e oe 
your gibes now ? your gambols ? your songs ? your 
flashes of merriment, that were wont to set the table 
on a roar ? Not one now, to mock your own grin- 
ning? quite chap-fallen ? Now get you to my lady's 
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick. 



d by Google 



Scene I.] PRINCE OF DENMARK. 215 

to this favour^ she must come } make her laugh at 
that. Pr'ytliee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hot. What*s that, my lord ? 

Ham, Dost thou think, Alexander looked o'this 
fashion i*the earth ? 

Hor, E*en so. 

Ham. And smelt so? pah I 

[Thmws dmjon the scuU. 

Hor. E'eii so, m^ lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may retiu'n, Hora- 
tio! Why may not imagination trace the noble 
dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung- 
hole ? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, -to con- 
sider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enou^, and likelihood to lead 
it : As thus ; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander returneth to dust ; the dust is earth ; of 
earth we make team : And why of that loam, 
whereto he was converted, might they not stop a 
beer-barrel ? 

Iraperiousf Caesar, dead, and turned to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe. 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw^ ! 

But soft ! but soft ! aside : — ^Here comes the king. 

JEnter Priest, ^c. in pi'ocession ; the corpse qf Ophelia, 
Laertes, and Mourners following; King, Uueen, 
thdr trains^ ^c. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow? 
And with such maimed rites§ ! This doth betoken. 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordoll its own life. 'Twas of some estate^ : 

• ConnteDance, complexion, f Imperial. 

X Blast. i Imperfect obieqaiet. 

II Undo, destroy. % High rank. 
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Couch me a while, and mark. 

[Retiring with Horatio. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o^ers ways the order. 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd. 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers. 
Shards^, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on 

her: 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crantsf. 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest. No more be done ! 

We should profane the service of the dead. 
To sing a requiemX^ and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. Lay her i*the earth ; — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh. 
May violets spring ! — I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be. 
When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

[Scattering Jlouiers. 
I hop'd, thou should'st have been my Hamlet's 

wife; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have decked, sweet 

maid. 
And not have strewM thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe 

Fall ten tirties treble on that cursed head. 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv'd thee of ! — Hold oflF the earth a while, 

* Broken pots or tiles. f Garlands. 

X A mass for the dead. 
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Till I have caught her once more in miae arms : 

[Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick^ and dead ; 
Till of this flat a mountidn you have made 
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [Jdoandng.'] What is he^ whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the waod'ring stars^ and makes them 

stand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I^ 
Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave. 

Laer. The devil take thy soul 1 

[Grappling with him. 

Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash^ 
Yet have I in me something dangerous, 
Which let thy wisdom fear: Hold off thy hand. 

King. Pluck them asunder. 

Qu^. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

JU. Gentlemen, — 

Hot. Good my lord, be quiet* 

[The Attendants part them^ and they come out 
of the grave. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this 
theme^ 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O my son ! what theme ? 

Ham. I lov'd Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do fpr her ? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Qu^. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. 'Zounds, show me what thou^t do : 
Woul't weep? wouVt fight;? woiU't faisl? w^wl't 

tear thyself? 
Woul't drink up Esilf ? eat a crocodile ? . t . 

^ ULviug. , 
f EUel it Tinegar ; but Mr. SteeTens conjectnres the word sbonid be 
Weittl^ a rirer which fells into the Baltic ocean. 
VOL. X. U 
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ril do't.---I>ost thou come here to whine ? 
To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quick with lier, and m will I : 
And, if thou prate of mountirins, let thfem throw 
Millions of acres on us : tH) our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burnhn^ zone. 
Make Ossa Hke a wart ! Nay, an thoult mouth, 
rU rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus a while the fit will work on' him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclosed*. 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit. 

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.-— 

[Eait Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ; 

[To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeumt. 



SCENE IL 

' 4 hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

ifam. So much for this, sir : now shall you 
the other ; — 
You do remember all the circumstance ? - 
Hor. Remember it, my lord ! 

• Hatched. 
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Ham. Sir, ^n my heart there was a kind of 
fighting. 
That would not let me sleep : methought,. I lay 
Worse than the mutines^ iu the bilboes f. Rashly, 
And prais'd be rashu^^ for iit,-^Let us know. 
Our indiscretion soxoetime^ serves us well^ 
When our deep plots do pall % : and that should 

teach us. 
There's a divinity that ^^pes our ends. 
Rough-hew them bow we will. 

JFfor. > That is most certain. 

Hanu Up from my cabin. 
My sea-gown scarf 'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them : had. my desire ; 
Finger 'd their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew. 
To mine own room again : -. wtking 30 bc^, 
My fears forg^tingt manners, ito uusfeal 
Their grand. commission f where I &mnd^ Horatio, 
A royal knavery,; •ap exact ^omma^,*^ 
LiMTcied^ widi.many several sort$. of reasons^ 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too. 
Withy ho ! suph bugs^ ai^igoblins ia my Ufe, — 
That, on the supervise 1F> no leipni^e bated. 
No, not to stay the grinding, of the axe. 
My head should be struck off. 

Hot. Is't possible} 

Ham. Here's the commission; read it at more 
leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

JHor. Ay, 'beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villainies, 
Or"*^* I could make a prologue to my brains. 
They had begun the play :^-I sat me down ; 
Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fiur : 
I once did hold it, as our statists +t do, •: 
A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 

* Af atineere. 
f Fett«rs and band-cuffs, brought from Bilboa in Spain. 
I Fail. f § Garnished. H Bugbears. 

% Looking orer. •• Before. ff Suteimen. 
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How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me j^eoman's service : Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

ifor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,— 
As England was his foithful tributary ; 
As lore between them, like the palm, might flourish ; 
As peac6 should still her wheaten garland wear. 
And stand a comma* 'tween their amities ; 
And many such like as's of great charge, — 
That on the view and knowing of these contents. 
Without debatement further, more or less. 
He should the bearers put to sudden death. 
Not shriving t-time allowed. 

Hor. How was ihis seal'd ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 
I had my father's signet in my pui*se. 
Which was the model ;(: of that Danish seal : 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscribed it; gave't the impression; plac'd it 

safely. 
The changeling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was sequent § 
Thou know'st already. 

Hor. So Guildenstem and Rosencrantz go to*t. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment*^ 
They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 
'Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty oppoeites. 

ifor. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think thee, stand me now 
upon? 
He that hath kill'd ray king, and whor'd my mother; 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 

• A note of connexion. ' f Confesting. 

X Copy. I FoKowing. 
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And with 8ueiL<K>zemge ; is't not^perfect^ednmeidce^ 
To quit* him with this arm? aad is't; not to b^ 

. . damti'd^ i ■ , ^i : , » •> 
To lot.thjs canker of ou^ nature ccsne : - 
In further evil ?. ^. 

Har. It must .he . shortly known to> him irom 
England, 
What is the issue of the business tl^re. 

Manu It will be sborjt.: the interim is mine; 
And a man's life no more than to say, pi^. 
But 1 Mm very sorry, goodlioratiOy 
That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 
For by the image of my €»iisey I see : , 
The porti*aiture of his : riLcountf his Cuvours : 
But, sure, the bravery of his ^rief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Shr. Peace $ who comes here ? 

Enter Osric. 

Off. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.<-4)ost know this 
water-fly t? 

Ifon No, my good tord. 

Ham. Thy state is the 4nore gracious ; for ^tis a 
vice to know him : He bath mueh land^ and fer- 
tile : let a beast be lord of i>easts, and bis crib shall 
stand at the king's mess : 'Tis a chough §; but, as 
I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

C^* Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, 
I should impart a thing to yon fixmi his majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of 
spirit: Your bonnet to bis right use; 'tis for the 
head. 

O^. 1 thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the Wind 
is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold^ my lord, indeed. 

• Re<)uhe^ t For couHt lome editors read eotnt. 

X fFater-Jiuv ^rt gnats. § A bird lik« a jtMskdaw.' 

v2 
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Ham. But yet, methinks, k is fwjr sidtry and 
hot ; or my eoiDpkxiot]b*<-*-* ■ 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is Tery sultry, — 
as 'twere, — ^I cannot tm bew«-*4dy lora, his ma* 
jesty bade me signify to you, tbatbeluis laid a 
great wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter^-— 

Ham. I beseech you, remembeiv-— <* ' 

[Hamlet movis hbn topuianhu Aol. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord; for my ease, in good 
faith ^. Sir, here is newly come to court, lAertes : 
believe me, an absokHe gentleman, liiH of most ex- 
cellent difiTerencesf, of very soft society^ and great 
showing : Indeed, to «peak feelingly m him, he is 
the card X or calendar of gentry, for you shall find 
in him the continent § of what part a gen^man 
would see. 

jEfam. Sir, iiis defiaement suffers no perdition in 
you; — though, I know, to divide him inventorially, 
would dizzy the arithmetick of memory ; and yet 
but raw neither, in respect of bis quick sail. Bnt, 
in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul of 
great article ; and bis inftisioa of such dearth and 
rareness, as, to make true diction of him^ his sem- 
blable is his mirrour ; and, who else wonld trace 
him, his umbrage, nothing more||« 

Osr. Your lordship speaJcs most infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concemancy, sir ? why do we wrap 
the gentleman inour more rawer breath i 

Osr. Sir ? . 

Har. Is't not possible to understand in anocber 
tongi^ ? You will do't, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination^ of this 
gentleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes? 

Hot. His purse is empty already ; all his golden 
words are sfinent. 

• Ttie affected pbrate of the time. 

f Dittinguitbing excellencies. {Compass or ehart. 

$ The country and pattern for imitation. 

)| ^bit speech is a ridicule of the court jargon of that time. 

% Mentioning, 
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Ham. Ofbim^sir^ 

Ow. I know, vou are not ignorant*— -*- 

Ham. I would ]^u did, sir ; yet, in failh^ if you 
did, it would not mueb^ approve me ;*— Well, sir. 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I. should com- 
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man 
well, were to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapcHi ; but in the im* 
putation laid on him by them, in hk meedf he's 
unfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons : but, well. 

OsT. The king, sir, hath ws^ered with him six 
Barbary horses : against the which he has impawn- 
ed t? as 1 take it, six French rapiers and poniards, 
with their assigns, as girdle, hangers §, and so: 
Three of the carriages, in faith, are very d^ur to 
&ncy, very responsive to the hihs, most delicate 
carriages, imd of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hgt. I knew, you must be edified by the mar- 
gent II, ere you had none. 

(kr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more german^ to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; I 
would it might be hangers till then. But on : Six 
Barbary horses against six French swords, their 
assigns, and three liberal conceited carriages ; 
that's the French bet against the Danish : Why is 
this impawned, as you call it ? 

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex* 

* Recommend. f Praise. t ffnponed, pot down, staked. 

§ That pari of tb« belt by wbtch the •w«Mrd was suspended. 
II Margin of a book which contains explanatory notes. 
^ A-kin. 
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ceed you three hits; he hath lai|l, ob. twelve* for 
nine ; and it would come to immediate trial^ if ydur 
lordship would vouchsafe the aasWer. 

Ifom* How, if I answer^ no ? 
• Off*. ' I mean, my lord, the opposition of y6ur per- 
son in trial. 

BtLm. Sir,.l will walk here in the hkll : If it 
please his iniyestyy it is the breathing time of daj 
with me : let the foils be brought, tlu^ gentleman 
willing, and the kiqg hold his purpose, I will win 
for him, if i oan ; if not^ I will giun nothing but my 
shame, and the odd hits. 

0«r. Shall I deliver you so ? 

Ham. To this effect, sir ; after what flourish your 
nature wilL 

Osr. Icofimiendmyduty to your lordship. [Eadt. 
. Han[i. Yours, y)(Mirs4 — He does well to commend 
it himself; there are no tongues else fold's turn. 

Har. This lapwing^ runs away with the shell on 
bishead^ 

Ham. He did comply f with his dug before he 
sucked it. Thus has he (and many more of ibe 
same breed, that, I know, the drossy ;( age dotes 
on^) only got the tune of the time, and outward 
habit of encounter; a kind of yesty§ collection,, 
which carries them tiinmgh and through the most 
fond II and winnowed opinions; and do but blow 
Ifeem to their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My k>rd, bis majesty commended him t^' 
you by young Osric, who biings back to him, that 
you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, if 
your pleasure liold to play with Laertes, or that you 
will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they follow 

* A bird wiiicb runs about iromedUitety as it is hatched. 

f Compliment. X Worthless. § FVothy. 

[| For fond read /ann'd. 
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the king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is 
ready ; now, or whensoever, provided I be so able 
as now. 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming 
down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou would'st not think, how 
ill all's here about my heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving*, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it: I 
will forestalf their repwr hither, and say, you are 
not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury 5 there is a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it 
be now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it 
will be now ; if it be not now, yet it will come : the 
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaver, 
knows, what is't to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, ami 
Attendants^ withfoUs^ ^c. 

IRng. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 

[The King puts the handqf Laertes into 
that qf Hamlet. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you 
wrong ; 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 
This presencej knows, and you must needs have 
heard, 

• Mitgiring. f Pre?cot. 

X The king and queen'i preteoce. 
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Ho>¥ 1 ata piunis^'d with a sore di&traetion. 

What I tave done. 

That might your nature, honour, and exceptiQn^ 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim wa» madness. 

Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never, Hamlet : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away, 

And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness : If 't be so, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience. 

Let my disclaiming from ^ purpos'd.evil 

Free me.^ faf ip your i^ost generous thoughts^ 

That T have shot my arrow o'er the house, • 

And hurt my brother. ; , 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature. 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To ^iiy revenge : but in my terms of honour, 
1 stand aloof; and will no reconcilement. 
Till biy some elder masters, of known honour, 
1 have a voice and precedent of peace. 
To keep my name ungor'd^ : But till that time, 
I do receive your offer'd love like love, 
Apd will not wrong it. 

tiam, I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play.— 
Give u& tbe foils ; come on. 

iMer, Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll he your foil, Laertes; in mine igno- 
rance 
Yoiu* skill fihall> like a star i'the darkest night. 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

laer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

Kmg. Give them the foils, young Osric. — Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? 

Ham, Very well, my lord ; 
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Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side. 

King, I do not fear it : I have seen you both :— 
But since he's better^, we have therefore odds. 

Ijwr. This is top heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me well : These foils have all a 
length. . [They prepai;e to play. 

Chr. Ay, my good lord. ' ' "\ 

Eing. Set liie the stoups* of wine upon that 
table : — 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit^ . 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 
Let all the battlemei^ts their ordnance fire; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup an uniop f shall he t^rbw, 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark^s crown have worn 1; Give me t^e 

cups; ' 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth. 
Now the kbig drinks to Hamlet. — Come, begin ; — 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

H(zm. Come on, sir. 

lAer. Come, my lord. \They play. 

Ham. One. 

lAer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer* Well, — again. 

ISng. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pear} 
is thine; 
Here's to thy health.^ — Give him the cup. ^ 

{Trumpets sound; and caniionshot off within. 

Ham. rU play this bout first, ^et it' by a while. 
Come. — Another hit; Whi\t say.you? [TheyplcfUf 

Laer. A touch, a touch,! do confess. ' " ' ,' 

King. Our son shall win. . .\ ' 

Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath,— 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin J, rub thy brows : 

* Large jugs. f A precious pearl. ' t 'Handkerchief. 
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The queen carouses* to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham^ Good madam, 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord j— I pra^ you, pardon me. 
ISng. It is the poison'd cup ; it i& too late. 

[Aside. 
Ham. I dai'e not drink yet, madam; by and by. 
Qfieen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 
King. I do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

[Aside. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but 
dally ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence j 
I am afeard you make a wanton f of me. 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. [They play. 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; ihen, in scuffling^ 
they change rapiers^ and Hamlet woutuU 
Laertes. 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The Queen falis. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides : — How is it, jny 

k)rd? 
Osr. How is't, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, 
Osric ; 
I am justly kill'd for mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen ? 
King. She swoons to see them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the ch*ink, — O, my dear 
Hamlet I 
The drink, the drink ;— I am poison'd ! [Dies. 

Ham. O villainy 1 — Ho ! let the door bc^lock'd : 
Treachery ! seek it out. [Laertes j^ilfe. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet^ thou art slain ; 

•, Drinltt good look to joo. f Bojr. 



d by Google 



ScknbIL] prince of DENMARK. 229 

No medicine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hour's life ; 
The treacherous instrunaent is in thy hand, 
Unhated*, and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 
Never to rise again : Thy mother's poisonM ; 
I can no more ; the king, the king's to hlame. 

Ham. The point 
Envenom'd too ! — ^Then, venom, to thy work. 

[^abs the King. 

Osr. if Lords. Treason ! treason ! 

JSSfig. O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou incestuous^ murd'rous, damned 
Dane, 
Drink of this potion ;— Is the union here ? 
Follow my motiier. [King dies. 

Laer. He is justly serv'd ; 

It is a poison temper'dt by himself. — 
EsTchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my &ther's death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio : — Wretched queen, adfeu !— 
You that look pale, and tremble at this chance. 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time (as this fell sergeant;]:, death. 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you,<~ 
But let it be ;-* Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the uns|itisfi(ed. 

Hor. Never believe it ; 

1 am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou'rt a man,—* 

Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven I'll have it.«*- 
O God 1 — Horatio, what a wounded name. 
Tilings standing thua unknown, shall live behind 
me ? 

* Tb^ foil withocit a button, and poUoaccl-at tbt point. 
f Mixed. X ^ aergeant is a tberilTt oflcer. 
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If thou didst ever hold me i« thy heart. 
Absent thee ^ofn felicity Awfaak^ 
And in this Imreb world ^mm 4^y breath in pain. 
To tell ri^y story •-— 

[Matck<{far:(]ffif taid shot tvikA. 
What wtttUke noise is this^ ? 

Osr. Yoniig Fortlabnts^ with edaqpicslrcoaie frcnn 
Poland, 
To the ambassadors ^f England giVet 
This w^Iike volley. 

Ham. . ,.0,I die, Horatib? ; 

The potent poison qnile p'ttt-tarows* sny*^icH> 
I Qftn^Pit live to hear the news from Bngfamd: 
But I do prophesy, the election lights 
On Fortinbras : he has ^ly: dying voice; 
So tell him, with the occurrentst^ mons er lesf^ 
Which have 8olicitedt,T--Tbe: rest is silence. {iXe$. 

Hor, Now cTQcks a noble .hea8t^;-^^jo6d mgfat, 
sweet prince i 
And flights qf angels sk^ thee to thy rest I 
Wlhy does the drum come hither ? [Mardi wiAm. 

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambai^adors^ and 
others, , 

Fart. Where is this feight ? 

Hot. What is it, you would see ? 

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 

F(yrt. This quarry§ cries on havock|| ! — O proud 
death! 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell, 
That thou so many princes, at" a shot. 
So bloodily has* struck ? 

1 Amh. The sig^t is dismal j 

And our affkirs from England come too late : 
The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing. 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill^'d, 

* O'er>comet. f Incideott. -% Incited. 

§ Heap of dead game. 

If A wofd , of censttre wken more gMM wbs 4e«tn»yed thaa was 
reasonftbk. • 
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That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks ? . 

HoK Not from hi» moutb^^ 

Had it the ability of life to thank you ; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since^ so jumpf upon this bloody question. 
You from the Polaek^ war&» and you from England^ 
Are here arriv'd 5 give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak, to the yet-unknowing world, 
How these things oame xinrnX : So shall you hear 
Of ciimal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 
Of acddeptal judgments, casual slaughters; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause ; 
And, in this upshot, purposes mis^ok 
FalVii Mr ^be invenfOr^' heads & all this can I 
Truly deHyer. 

Fort. . Let us haste to b.e&r % 

And ^1^ tl^e noblest to the £^udLen<^* 
For me, with sorrow I embrace t^^ £cirtUQe ^ 
i have rom^ rights^ of memory in this kttlgdom. 
Which now to claim my vantage doth infVite me. 

tlor. Of that i shall have also c^use tg speak. 
And firom hm ipouth whose voice wttl ^rasw «n mote : 
But let tbisr saime be presently perftirm^d, ' . " 
Even while n(ien'B minds are wild ; lest more mis- 

chwice, 
Op plots wd errpr^, happen. 

Fart. Let four captains 

Beatr Hamlet, like a soldier, to thie stag'e ; 
For he was like^, had. he' been ^ut on, .\ 
fo have^ p^oy'4 9iost royaHy.j 4nd', for his passage. 
The soldier's musick, a^d thie rites of war, 
Speak loudly fbr hhn.*-^ 
Take up the bodies :— Such a sight as this 
Becomes the lield, but here shows much amiss. 
60, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead march, 

[Exeunt, bearing off the dead bodies; after vjhich, 
a peafof ordnance is shot off. 

♦ f . e. The king't. f By chance. J Polish. 



d by Google 



2S2 HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



If the dnunts of Shtktpeare were to be characterised, each 
by the particular excellence which dittim^ishes it from the 
rest, we must allow to the tragedy of liamlet the pndse of 
variety. The incidents are so numerous, that the argument of 
the play would make a long tale. Tlie scenes are interchange- 
ably diTersirled with merriment and solemnity : \¥ith merrifaent 
that includes judicious and instructive observations; and so- 
lemnity not strained by poetical violence above the natural 
sentiments of man. New characters appear from time to time 
in continual succession, exhibiting various forms of life, and 
particular modes of eon^rsation. Tlie pretended madness of 
Hamlet causes much mirth, the mournful distraction of Ophelia 
fills the heart with tenderness, and every personage produces 
the effect intended, from the apparition that, in the first ac^ 
chills the blood with horror, to the fop in the last, that exposes 
a£Eectation to just contempt. 

The conduct is, perhaps, not wholly secure a([id&Bt objec- 
tions. The action is, indeed, for the most part» m continual 
progression ; but there are some scenes which neither forward 
nor retard it* Of the fi^gned madness of Hamlet there appears 
no adequate cause, for he does nothing which he might not 
have done vdth the reputation of sanity. He plays the madman 
most, when he treats Ophelia with so much rudeness, which 
seems to be useless and wanton cruelty. 

Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an instrument 
than an agent. After he has, by the stratagem of the play, 
convicted Uie king, he makes no attempt to punish lum ; and 
his death is at last effected by an inddent which Hamlet had ao 
part in producing. 

The catastrophe is not very happily produced ; the exchange 
of weapons is rather an expedient of necessity, than a stroke of 
art. A scheme might easily be formed, to kill Hamlet with 
the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl. 

The poet is accused of having shown little regard to poedeal 
justice, and may be charged with equal neglect of poetical pro- 
bability. The apparition left the regions of the dead to little 
purpose : the revenge which he demands is not obtdned, bat 
by the death of him that was required to take it; snd the gra- 
tification, which would arise from the destruction of an usurper 
and a murderer, is abated by the untimely death of Ophelia, 
the young, the beautiful, the harmless, and the pious. 

Johnson* 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, atendtor. 

Two other Senators, 

QratlanOy brother to Brabantio, 

Lodovico, kintman to Brabantio, 

Othello, the Moor: 

Cassio, his lieutenant ; 

lago, his ancient, 

Roderigo, a Venetian gentteman. 

Montano, Othello's predecessor in the government cf Cyprus. 

Cl^fwtf servant to Othello, 

Herald. 

DesdeiBona^ daughter to Brabantio, and wife to Othello, 

Emiliay wife to lago, 

Biaaca, a courtezan^ mistress to Cauio. 

Officers^ Gentlemen^ Messengers^ Musicians^ Sailors, Ai' 
tendantSf ^c. 

Seenei for the first Act, in Venice ; during the rest of tkt 
play, at a seat-port in Cyprus, 
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OTHELLO, 

THE MOOR OF VENICE. 



ACT I. 
SCENE L Venice. A street. 

Enter Roderigo and lago. 

Rod. Tush, never tell nie^ I take it mucb un- 
kindly. 
That thou, lago, — who hast had my purse. 
As if the strings were thine, — should'st know of this. 

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me :— 
If ever I did dream of such a matter. 
Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in thy 
hate. 

lago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones 
of the city. 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
OftcappM*^ to him ;-— and, by the fiiith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance f. 
Horribly stuflTd with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; for, certesty says he, 
I have already chose my ojtcer. 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

• Stinted. f Circmulocutioo. % CcrtAinly. 
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One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, _^ 

i_A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife* {^^ 
That never set a sauadron in the field, ^ 
Nor the di\ision of a battle knpwp 
More than a spinster jfunless the bookish theorickf. 
Wherein the toged consuls t can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice. 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election: 
And I,^-of whom his eyes had seen the proof. 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, — must be be-lee'd and 

calm'd 
Bv debitor and creditor, this counter-caster § : J 
He, in good time, must bis lieutenant |>e. 
And I, (God bless the mark !} his Moorship's an- 
cient* 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. 

logo. But there's no remedy, 'tis tb^ curse of 

. ' service; 
Pipeferment goes by letter, and affection. 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heur to thus first J 'Now, sir, be iudge yonrs<elf, 
Whether I in any just term am affin d|| 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

logo. O, sur, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon turn : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all manters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mack 
Many a duteous and knee-^rookiog knav^ 
That, doting on his own obsequious bottds^;^ 
Wears out his time, much like his master's as^ 
For nought but provender ; and, when bt'» fdA, 
cashier'd; 

• For wife tome read /^#, Mippoiiiig.it to aUwIt to ||i^ikpii|ici#ioo 
in the Gospel, 0^oe unio you when aUmem ekal^ speak well of you* 
f Theory. ^ kulers of tlie state.' 

} It Wat anciently tlie practice to reckon up lumt with donnibrt. 
11 ReUted. 
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Whip me such honest knaves : Others" there are. 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves 5 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd 

their coats. 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have sfome 

soul ; 
And such a one do I profess my^lf, ^ 
For, su*. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Weje I the Moor, I would not be la^ : 
In following him, I follow but myself; ^ ^ 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
lu compliment extern*, His not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick lips owef. 
If he can carry't thus ! 

lago. Call up her &ther. 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight,- 
'^^^ Proclaim him in the streets 5 incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 
Plague him with flies i I though that his joy be joy. 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on*t. 
As it may lose some colour. 

JRod. Here is her father's house; FU call aloud. 

la&o. Do; with like timorous accent, and dire 
yell. 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

JRod. What, ho ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, 
ho! 

lago. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves ! 
thieves ! thieves ! 

• Ontwird show of dvility. f Own, pottess. 
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Loak.tovQiirlioUie^ yo^vjdang^t^ affldtyoui? bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 

Braji)aatip^ abqpey at a u^Ufidow. 

Bta* What is the* reason of tbis terrible saia* 
nions ? 
What is the matter therb ? 

Rod. Signior^ is all your family within ? 

lago. Are your doors lock'd ? 

Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ? 

lago. Zounds, sir» you are rcMi'd ; for abanie, 
put on your gown : ' ' .. ^ - 

Your heart is bwst*, you have lost hal£ybur soul; 
Even t;ow, very now, an old blade ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. V Arise, arise ; 
Awak^dMiSDOiftiiig dtizens widi ib» \fe31y . ' 
Or else the dewl will ms^e a grandsils of yom : 
Arise, 1 pay. 

Bra, What, have you lost youf wits ? 

Rod. M0st reterend signior, do you know nay 
toiee ? 

Bra. Not I ; What are you ? 

Rod. >[y name is^-^Bxxierigo. 

Bra. The wmrse fw^loon^^ 

I have chargVi tbee^ not to haunt i^ut dijriloomt 
In honest ptainness thou hasM^ heard a&e s^,^ ^ ^ . . 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in* madofis^. 
Being full of supper, and dktemperiil^ drau^ts,' 
Upon malicious bravery dost thou cone 
To start my quie^. 

Bod. Sir, sir, sir> sir^ 

Bra, But thou must needs be sure. 

My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

JBoct. Patience, good sir*. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing ? this is 
Veniee; 
My house is not a grange J. 

* ue. U brokefi. f iDtozicating. % A lone fftna^boiUe. 
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Rod, Most grave Brabantio, 
In i^mfde wd pure soul l^onie to you. 

Iag(h -Zounds^ m^ you are oneof those^ Aat will^ 
not serve Go<i^ if Ihe «lel41 ^bid you. V Because we 
come to do you -service, you think we; arts ruffiitiis : 
You'll have yoiir daughter covfeifed with a Batbarjr 
hoese; you^il have your n6|ibews neigh to ydu: 
you'll have coursers Ibr^oousiBs^ and gennets fdr 
germans*. 

Bm. WbU profioie writph ^rt thott ? 

le^gOk I'Mm one-, sfr^ that ci6iiies to tell you, your 
daii^Aenand libe Moor are nowrmaicitig the beast 
with two backs/ / ^ .:, , . / ^/ 

Bra, Thpuiart a vilbun. 

logo. You are-*^a senator. 

Bra. This t]?Hiu sbalt an^er : I know tfaee^ Ro- 
ddigo. 

Rod. Sir^ Iwiil answei^ any thing. Biitl beseech 
you, 
Ift be your.pi^iisttre, and most wisetx>nsent 
(Ab partly, I find, it is,) that your fiur daughter. 
At this odd-even t and dull watch o'the night, 
Transported-T^Avkh ho worse nor betl^ guard. 
But wit&ti ksave of common hire, a gondolier]:, 
To^Ae gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 
If this be knoWn to you, and your allowance §, 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs 3 
But, if you knj>w not tjm, aqr manners teH me. 
We have your wrong rd>uke. Do boI believe, 
That^ from the s^nse of a(l. civility, 
I thus iwouM ^play ai^d>trifle withjnoiir reference : 
¥(Hir dffiigbter,r-4f youhave hotgivenher lie^tve,-^ 
I say again, hath made a gross revoh; 
Tying, her diity/ beauty, wity«ttd fortunes^ ' 

In an extravagant || and wheeling stranger, 
Ofliere and eveey wh^et'^Straigiit sati^ yoiirs^l 
If she be in her chamber, or your house^ 
Let loose on me the justteeof the staie 

* Relations. f Midnight; ^' A waterman. 

§ Ayiprobation. H Waodtrtiig. 
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For thii8 deluding you. 

Bra. H Strike ob the tinder, bo i 

Give Bie a taper $-**caU up-aU my people : — 
Tbis accident is not unlike my dream. 
Belief of it oppressei} me already i-^ 
light, I say 1 light 1 [Emtfjrom above. 

lago. Farewell ; for L must leave ymi : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place^ - 
To be produc'd (as, if I stay, I shall,) 
Against the Moor: For, I io know, the state, — 
Howeyer this may gall bim with same cbeck,— 
Cannot with safety cast* him ; for he's ^nbark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even now stand in act,) that, for tbeir 

souls. 
Another of his fathom they have not. 
To lead their business : in which regard. 
Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains. 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
I miist show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 

find bim. 
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd search ; 
And Jtbere will I be with )iim, So, fiirewdl. 

\EaAt. 

Enter below, Brabantio, and Servants with torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
Ami what's to come of my despised timet, 
Is nought but bitterness.-^Now, Roderigo, 
Wbere didst thou see her ?—•<), unhappy giii !-*^ ' 
With the Moor, say'st thou ?*^ Who would be a 

father? — 
How didst thou know 'twas she? O, thou de* 

ceiv'st me 
Past thought !»-«^ What Mid she to you ?-»<^Get more 

tapers t 
Raise all my kindred,—- Are they married, think yoo ? 
Riod. Truly, I think, they are. 

f DitmiM. t Old age. 
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Bra. O heaven 1 — How got she out !— O treason 
of the blood ! — , 

Fathers^ from hence trast not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. — ^Are there not charms. 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thing ? 

Bod. Yes, sir; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — O, that you had had 
her ! — 
So»e one way, some another. — ^Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rod. 1 think, I can discover him; if you please, 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house Til call; 
I may command at most ; — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On, good Roderigo ; — ^I'U deserve your pains. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

TJiesatne. Another street. 

Ent^ Othello, lago, and Attendants. 

lago. Though in the trade of war I have slain 
men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o'the conscience, 
To do no contrived murder ; I lack iniquity ' 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerkM him here under the 
ribs. 

Oth. Tis better as it is. 

lago. Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 
That, with the little godKness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 

VOL. X. Y ^ 
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Are you &8t married ? for, be sure of this, — 
That the magnifico* is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's : he wiU divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his mighty to enforce it on^) 
Will give him cable. 

Olh. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory. 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour^ 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege t ; and my demerits ( 
May speak, unbonneted §, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, lago^ 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would uot my unhoused || free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come 
yonder ? 

Enter Cassio, at a distance^ and certain Officers tvkh 
torches. 

lago. These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

0th. Not I : I must be found ; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul. 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

la§o. By Janus, I think no. 

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cos. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance. 
Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think ywx ? 

* Brabantio : Magoifico is liU title at a Senator. 

f Seat or throne. 

X Demerits has the same meaning in Shakspeare as Merits. 

I Covered. || Unsettled. 
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^/ Cw. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a business of some heat : the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent* messengers 
This very night at one another's heels ; 
An4 many of the consuls, rais*d, and met, 
Are at the duke's already :> You have been hotly 

caird for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate bath sent about three several quests f. 
To search you out. 

Oih. Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. \E3At. 

Cos. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

lago. Taith, he to-night iiath boarded a land 
carack J 5 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

lago. He's married. 

Cas. To who ? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you go ? 
Oth. Have with you. 

Cas* Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Brabaatio, Roderigo, and Of^cevs of niglitj 
with torches and vjeapoHs. 

laga. It is Brabantio : — ^general, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Hola! stand there! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides. 

logo. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew 
wilt rust them. — 
Good signior, you shall more command with years. 
Than with yopr weapons. 

♦ FoMowiBg, f Searchers. J A rich Tessel. 
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Bra. O, tbou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd 
my daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 
For ril refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magicic were not bound. 
Whether a maid— so tender, fair, and happy | 
So opposite to marriage, that she sbunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,— 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock. 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight*. 
Judge me the world, if *tis not gross in sense. 
That thou hast practised on her with foul charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals^ 
That waken motion ; — ^I'll have it &puted on ; 
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee. 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant :-— 
Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — ^Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison : till fit time 

Of law, and course of direct session. 
Call thee to answer. 

Oth. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 
Whose messengers are here about my side. 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him ? 

Q^. Tis true, most worthy signior^. 

The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in councUl 

In this time of the night ! — Bring him away : 

^ • To terrify, not delight. 
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Mine'8 not an idle cause : the duke himself^ 
Or any of my brothers of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves^ and pagans^, shall our statesmen be. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 
The same. A council-chamber. 

The Duke and Senators, sitting at a table; Oncers 
attending. 

Duke. There is no composition f in these news. 
That gives them credit. 

1 iS^. Indeed, they are disproportiouM ; 
My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, tWit hundred : 
But though they jump not on a just account 

(As in these cases, where the aim:|: reports, 
'Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus, 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement ; 
I do not «o secure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 
//Sailor. [fVithin.] What, ho! what, ho! what, ho! 

^ Enter an Officer, with a Sailor. 

Off. A messenger from the galleys. 

Duke. Now ? the business ? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes; 
So was I bid report here to the state. 
By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

• The pagans aud bond-sla?cs of Africa, 
t CoasUtcocy. ♦ Coi^«ctare. 

V 2 
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1 Sen. This cannot be. 

By no assay of reason j/tis a pageant. 
To keep us in £edse gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 
And let ourselves again but imderstand. 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes^ 
So may he with more facile question* bear it. 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace f. 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress'd in : — if we make thought of 

this. 
We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain. 
To wake, and wage|, a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 

Off, Here is more news. >^> 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious^ 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there iiyointed them with an after-fleet. 
1 Sen^ Ay, so I thought :*^How many, as you 

guess? 
Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appear- 
ance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. — Siguier Monlano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty recommends you thus. 
And prays you to be^eve him. 

Duke. Tis certain then for Cyprus.-^ 
Marcus Lucches^, is he not in town ? 
1 Sen^. He's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us; wish him post-post-haste: 

despatch. 
1 Sen. Ilere comes Brabantio, and the vaKant 
Moor^ 

* £mj dispute. f State of defence. X CmdW* 
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Enter Brabantio^ Otbello^ I&go^ Roderigo^ and 
Officers* 

jDtiilee. Valiant Othello^ we must straight employ 
you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you ; welcome^ gentle signior ; 

\To Brabantio. 
We lacked your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon 
me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general 

care 
Take hold on me 5 for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature. 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows. 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter \ / 

Sen. Dead ? 

Bra. Ay, to me ; 

She is abused, stol'n from me and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient. Mind or lame of sense. 
Sans* witchcraft could not— 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceed^ 

ing, 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action f. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke if Sen. We are rery sorry fiw it. 

• Witbont. f Accutatioa. 
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Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to 
this? [To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing but, tb» is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approved good masters. 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith^ 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 
Their dearest action* in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious 

patience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what 

charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magick 
(For such proceeding I am charged withal,} 
I won his daughter with. 

• Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush 'd at herself; And she, — in spite of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 
That will confess — perfectipn so could err 
Against all i*ules of nature^; and must be drivea 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with, some mixtures powerful o'er the bk>od. 
Or with some dram conjur*d to this effect. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no prooif ; 

Without more certain and more overt testf, 

• Beit exertioo. f Open proofs 
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Than these thin habils, and poor. Ukeiiboods 
Of modern seeming^, do prefer against him. 

1 Sbi^ut^ Othello^ speak;— 
Did you oy indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ? 
Or came it by request^ and such fair question 
As soul to soul am>rdeth ? 

Oth. I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittaryf, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
£ven fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them : you best know; the 
place. — [Exeunt lago and Attendw^s. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love. 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; 
Still questkm'd me the story of my life. 
From year to. year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes^ 
That I have passM. 

I ran it through, even Ifrom my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances,. 
Of moving accidents, by flood, and field 5 
Of hair- breadth 'scapes i'the imminent deadly 

breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 
And sold to slavery 5 of my redemption thence, , 
Andpbhance inj my travel's history: / 
Wherein of antres§ vast, and deserts idle, 

• Weak show. f The Bign of tbe 6ctitioot creatarv so called. 

I My bebaviour. § Cares and dens. 
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Rough quarries, rooks, and bills whose heads touch 

heaven. 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 
And of the cannibals that each other eat. 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. )< These things to 

hear, 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch. 
She'd come again^ and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing". 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means. 
To draw firom her a prayer of earnest heart. 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 
Whereof by parcels* she had something heard. 
But not intentivelyt : I did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 
That my youth suffered. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
She swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 
She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank*d 

me; 
And bade me, if I bad a friend that lov'd her, 
I should but teach him how tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this bint, I spake : 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd ; 
And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd ; 
Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, lago, and Jliendanis. 

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter 
too.— 
Good Brabautlo, 

* Paru. f loteotioo and attentiun were unce sjoonymoos. 
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Take up this mangled matter at the best ; 
Men do their broken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you hear her speak ; 

If she confess that slie was half the wooer^ 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man I — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Did you perceive in all this noble company. 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for life, and education ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
i am hitherto your daughter. But here's my hus- 
band; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! — I have done: — 

Please it your grace, on to the state-affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it. — 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee.-^^or your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 
To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sen- 
tence. 
Which, as a grise*, or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended. 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone. 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
Wliat cannot be preserved) when fortune takes, 

• OrUe from degnet. 



d by Google 



252 OTHELLO, [Act I. 

Patience her injury a mockerv makes. 

The robb'd, that smiles, steius something from the 

thief; 
He robs himself that sp^ids a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us begu^; 
V^e lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he l:^ars : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, are^ equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear. 
That the bruis'd heartwas pierced through the ear*. 
I humbly beseech you] proceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the fortitu^ of tht 
place is best known to you:^iAnd though we have 
there a substitute of most allowed sufficieney, yet 
opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a 
more safer voice on you:' you must therefore be 
content to slubber f the gloss of your new fortius 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expeditioD. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators. 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize:^ 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hau'dness | and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition §• 
With such accommodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, ^ 

Be't at her Other's. 

Bra. I'll not have it so. 

0th. Nor I. 

* i, e. That the wounds of sorrow were em cured by the words of 
consolation. f Obscure. X Acknowledge. § Allowance. 
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V 

De9. Nor I ; I would not there reside. 

To put my &ther in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear. 
And let me find a charter in your voice. 
To assist my simpleness* 

Duke, What would you, Desdemona ? 

JDe^. That I did love the Moor to live with him. 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
M^y trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visile in his mind ; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts. 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me. 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your voices, lords : — 'beseech you, let her 
will 
Have a firee way. 

Vouch with me, heaven : I therefore beg it not. 
To please the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young affects*. 
In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 
But to be free and bouDteous to her mind : 
And heaven defendf your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant. 
For J she is with me : No, when light- wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid seel§ with wanton duloess 
My speculative and active instruments. 
That my disp6rts corrupt and taint my business. 
Let housewives make a skillet y of my helm^, 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation ! 

Duke. Be it as you shiedl privatelv determine. 
Either for her stay, or going: the affiiircries-p-baste^ 
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And ispeed must ws&wer it; you must hence to^ 
night, 

Djbs. TiKuight, my kml? 

Duke. TbU night. 

0th. With aU my heart 

Duke. At nine i'the morning here weMl meet 
again. 
Othello^ leaire some officer behind. 
And he shall our commlseioB bring to you ; 
With suoh things else of quality and I'espect, 
As doth import you. 

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient; 

A man he is of honeHty and trust : 
To his conveyanee I assign my wife. 
With what else needful yonr good graee shall think 
To be sent after me. . 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to erery one.- — ^And, noble signior, 

[To Brabantio. 
If virtueno delighted j)eauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen. Adieu, brave ^oor ! use.Desdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye to 
see 5 
She has deceivM her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators^ Officers^ ^c. 

Oih. My life upon her faith* — Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee ; 
I pr*ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in. the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona ; I haA^e but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and. direction. 
To spe^ with' thee : we must obey the time. 

[JSxsetmt Othello and Desdemona. 

IZod. lago. 

lago. What say'st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will 1 doj thmkest thou ? 

lagOi^ Why, go to bed and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently*' drown myself. 

f TMMediately. 
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lago, Well^ if thou dost^ I sbftll nmet love Hk&e 
after it. Wby, thou Billy gentleffian-! 
' Rod. It is siUiness to live^ when to Uv6is>at(»r* 
ment : jmd then have we a prescripdod to dte, when 
death is our physiciau. 

lago. O villainous! I have looked upon the 
world for four times seven years; a»d since I could 
distingufeh between a benefit and an injury, I never 
found a man that knew how to love himself. Ere 
I would say, I would drown myself for tilie love of 
a Guinea-hen^ I would change my humanity with a 
baboon. 

jRod. Whi^ should I do ? I confess^ it is my 
shame to be so fond*; but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! '^tis in osrselves^ that we are 
thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; tc^ th€ 
which, our wills ar^gardenens r'fso that if we will 
plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; set hydsop, and weed 
up thyme ; supply it with one gender of herbs, or 
distract it with many ; either to have it sterll with 
idleness, or manured with industry ; \^wby, the 
power and corrigible authority <rf this lies in our 
wills. ^If the balance of our lives had not one scale 
of reason to poise another of sensuality, the blood 
and baseness of our natures would conduct us to 
most preposterous conclusions : But^ we have rea- 
son to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, 
our unbittedf lusts ; whereof I take this, th&t you 
call — love, to be a sect J, or bcion. /' '' > 

RodJ fit cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per- 
mission of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy- 
self? drown cats, and blind puppies. I have pro- 
fessed me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy 
deserving with cables of perdurable toughness ; I 
could never better steaa thee than now. Put 
money in thy purse ; follow these wai*s ^ defeat thy 

♦ Foolifch. f Unbridled. 

I A sect is what tb«f ardeiiert caU a catting. 
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&vour with an usurped beard* ( I say, put nimiey 
in thy purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should 
long continue her love to the Moor, — put inoney in 
thy purse ;*-iior he his to her : it was a violent 
commencement, and thou sh^t see an answerable 
sequestration $-— put but money in thy pursed 
These Moors are changeable in their wiUs;— fill 
thy purse with money : the food that to him now is 
as luscious as locusts, shidl be to him shortly as 
bitter as ooloquintida. She must change for youth : 
when she is sated with his body, she will find the 
error of her choice. — She must have change, she 
must : therefore put money in thy pinrse. — ^If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself^ do k a more delicate way 
than drowning* Make all the money thou canst : 
If sanctimony and a firul vow, betwixt an errfngf 
barbarian and a supersubtle Venetian, be not too 
hard for ray wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou 
shalt enjoy her; Uierefore make money. A pox^of 
drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way ; seek 
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend 
on the issue ? 

/(^go. Thou art sure of me ; — Go, make money : 
-—I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate th^ Moor i My cause is hearted : 
thine hath no less reason i Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time, which 
will be delivered. Traverse J j go, provide thy 
money. We wiU have more of this to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

JRod. Where shall we meet i'the morning ? 

lago. At my lodging. 

Rod.- rU be with thee betimes. 

* Change joar conntenance with a false brard. 

f Wandering. 

X An ancient military word of commands 
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lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo? 

Bod. What say you ? 

lago. No more of drownhig, do you hear ? 

R^. I am changed. FU sell all my land. 

lago. Go toj forewell: put money enough in 
your purse. [Emt Roderigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane. 
If I would time expend with such a snipe. 
But for my sport and profit. I bate the Moor ^ 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheet!) 
He has done my office : I know not if t be true 5 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kiild^ 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds* me weB ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio's a proper man : ' Let ftii see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will j 
A double knavery, — How ^ how ?*— Let me see : — 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear. 
That he is too familiar TH%h his wife :-^ 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose. 
To be suspected ; fram'd to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature. 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by tbe nose. 
As asses are. 

I have't J — it is engendered :— Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's tight. 

[EriU 

• £st«eBi9. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE L A iea-port town in Cyprus. A plat- 
form. 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. . 

Man. What from the ci4>e can you discern at 
sea ? 

1 Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought 

flood; 
I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main. 
Descry a sail. 
Man. Methinks, the wind hath spoke aloiid at 

land : 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea, 
What ribsof Aak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this I 

2 Gent. A segregation* of the Turkish fleet r 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 
The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-sbak'd surge, with high and monstrous 

main. 
Seems to cast water on the burning Bearf, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 
I never did like molestation view 
On th' enchafed flood. 

Afon. If that the l\irkish fleet 

Be not inshelter'd and embay'd, they are drowned ; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

I Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lords ! our wars are dime^ 
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks> 

*■ Separation, 
t The cantteltatfOQ near the polar star. 
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That their designment halts : A noble ihip of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and suflferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mm* How 1 is this true ? 

8 Gent. The ship is here put in^ 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself s at sea. 
And is in fiiU commission here for Cyprus. 

Man. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio,— though he speak 
of comfort, 
Touching the Turkish loss, — yet he looks sadly^ 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mm. Tray heaven he be j 

For I have served him^ and the man commands 
Like a full* soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho ! 
As well to see the vessel that's e^me in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue^ 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's do so; 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arri vance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cos. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle. 
That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens 
Give him aefence against the elements. 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mm. Is he well shipp'd ? 

Cos. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and bis pHot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowancef ; 
Thereu>re my hopes, not surfeited to deaths 
Stand in bold cure. 

IfFithin.'] A sail, a sail, a sail \ 

• Cumplcte. 
' f Allowed anU approved expertoess. 
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JSkl€r anodier Geat te m M ^ 

Cos. What noise ? 

4 (Sent The town is empty: on the brow o'die sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a saiL 

Cos. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

2 Geiil. They do discharge their shot of courtesy; 

[Gum heard. 
Our friends, at least. 

Cos. I pray you, sir, go^ fertb^ 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriy'd. 

2 Gent. I shall. [£artl. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general 
wiv'dl 

Cos. Most fortunately : he bath achietM a maid 
That paragons description, and wild &me ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And, in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear all excellency.— How now? who has 
put in ? 

Re-^nter second Gentleman. 

2 Geni. Tis one lago, ancient to the generaU 

Coi. He has had most favourable and happy 
speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless Iweel, — 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their niortal* natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Afon. Wliat is she ? 

Cog. She that I spake of, our great captain's 
captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts^ 
A se'nnight's speed.— Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
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Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms^ 
Give renewed fire to our extincted spirits. 
And bring all Cyprus comfort !>^M3^ behold, 

Mnter Desdemona, Emilia, lago, Roderigo^ and 
Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! ^ 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees ; — 
Hail to thee, ladv I and the grace of heaven^ 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand^ 
Enwheel thee round I 

De^. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas, He is not vet arriv'd ; nor know I augl>t 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here* 

Des. O, but I fear ; — How lost you company ? 

Cos, The great contention of the sea ana skies 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark 1 a sail. 
^, [CVy wUhin, A sail, a sail ! Then gtms heard. 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise b a friend, 

Cos. See for the news.— 

[Exit Gentleman* 
Good ancient, you are welcome ; — Welcome, mis- 
tress : — [To Emilia* 
Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. 

[Kissing her. 

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips. 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You'd have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no spcfech. 

Tago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list* to sleep. 
Marry, before your ladvship, 1 grant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

Endl You have little cause to say so. 
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lago* Come on, come on ; you are pictures oat 
of doors, 
Rells in your parlours, wild cats in your kiCcfaeiiB, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in 
your beds, 

Des. O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 

lago. Nay, it is tmc, or else I am a Turk 5 
You rise to pliay, and gato bed to woilc. t ^ 

Emil, You sball not write my praise. ^ 

lago. No, let me not 

Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou 
should'st praise me ? 

lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical*. 

Des. Come on, assay : — ^There's one gone to the 
harbour ? 

logo. Ay, madam. 

Ihs; I am'il6t ftiterry} but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how would'st thou praise me ? 

lago. I am ,about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize. 
It plucks out brains and all: But my muse Ja- 

bours. 
And thus she is delivered. 
If she be fair and wise, — fiumess, and wit. 
The one's for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and 
witty ? 

lago. If she be blade, and thereto have a. wit. 
Shell And a white that shall her blackness fit« 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and fodish ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 
For even her folly helpM her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fondf pariKloxes, to make fools 
laugh i'the alehouse. What miserable praise hast 
thou for her that's foul and foolish ? 

» Censorious. f Foolish. 
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logo. There's none so foul^ and foolish there- 
unto^ 
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance ! — thou praisest the 
worst best. But what praise could'st thou bestow 
on a deserving woman indeed? one that^ in the 
authority of her merits did justly put on the vouch 
of very malice itself? / / 

lago. She that was ever fair^ and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud j 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay j 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now I may; 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, ' 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasm*e fly ; 
She, that in wisdom never was so frail. 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ; 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind^ 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what ? 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer.. 

Ihs. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy hus- 
band. — How say you, Cassio ? is be not a most pro- 
fane and liberal* counsellor ? - 

Cas. He speaks home, madam ; you may relish 
him more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago. Inside,'] He takes her by the palm : Ay, 
well said, whisper : with as little a web as this, will 
I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon 
her, do ; I will gy vef thee in thine own courtship. 
You say true; 'tis so, indeed: if such tricks as 
these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had been 
better you had not kissed your three fingers so 
oft^ which now again you are most apt to play 
the sir inj. Very good ; well kissed ! an excel- 
lent courtesy§ I 'tis so, indeed. Yet again, your 

f Licentions, free-spoken. f Shackle, fetter. 

X Your good-breediog and gallantry. 
$ Coartetj, id the senie of obeisance^ was applM to nen as well as 
wooien. 
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fingers to your lips ? would they were clyster-pipes, 
for your sake.-*-^ — [Ihimpet] The Moor^ I know 
Us trumpet. 

Cos. Tis truly so. 

Des. Let's meet him, and receire him. 

Cos. Lo, where he comes ! 

ErUer Othello, and Attendants. 

0th. O my fair warrior ! 

Des. My dear Othello ! 

Otk. It gives me wonder great as my content. 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death ! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas^ 
Olympus-high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy 5 for, I fear. 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid. 

But that our loves and comforts should increase. 
Even as our days do grow ! 

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers ! 

1 cannot speak enough of this content. 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 
And this, and this, the greater discords be, 

[Kissing her. 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

lago. O, you are well tun'd now ! 

But I'll set down the pegs that make this musick. 
As honest as I am* Inside. 

Oth. Come, let's to the castle,-— 

News, filends; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drown'd. 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle ? 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd* in Cyprus, 
1 have found great love amongst them. O my SH^eet, 
I prattle out of fashion f, and I dote 

• Much solieited liy invitatioii. f Out of metbod, without ord«r. 
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In mine own comforts.— I pr*ylliee, good lago. 

Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 

Bring thou tne master to the citadel ; 

He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at die harbour. 
Come hither.' If thou be'st valiant, — as (they say) 
base men, being in love, have then a npbility in 
their natures more than is native to them,^list me=*^. 
The. lieutenant to-night watches on the coui't of 
guard : — First, I must tell thee this-^Desdemona is 
directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him ? why, *tis not possible. 

logo. Lay thy finger — ^thus, and let thy soul be 
instructed. Mark me, with what violence she first 
loved the Moor^ but for bragging, and telling her 
fontastical lies : And will she love him still for prat- 
ing ? let not thy discreet heart think it Her eye 
must be fed ; and what delight shall she have to 
look on the devil ii When the blood is made dull 
with the act of sport, there should be, — again to 
inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite^ — 
loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, manners, 
and beauties ; all which the Moor is defective in : 
Now, for want of these required conveniences, her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to 
heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; 
very nature will instruct her in it, and compel her 
to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted (as 
it is a most pregnant and unforced position,) wb^^ 
stands so eminently in the degree of this fortune, 
as Cassio does ? a knave very voluble ; no further 
eonscionable, than in putting on the mere form c€ 
civil and humane seeming, for the better compassing 
of his salt and most hidden loose affection ? why, 
none ; why, none : A slippery and subtle knave ; a 
finder out of occasions ; that has an eye can stamp 

• LUten to Bic. 
VOL. X. A A 
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and couQterfeH advanteges^ tlKnigk traie advantage 
never present itself.: A devilish kmve ! besides, 
the knave is handsoaae, yoyng ; 9»d hath all those 
requisites in him, that folly and green miods^ took 
after: A pestilent complete knave 5 and the woman 
hath found him already. / } 

Bod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of 
most blessed condition f. 

logo. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is 
made of grapes: if she had been blessed, shewonld 
n^er have loved the Moor: Blessed pudding! 
Didst thon not see her paddle with the palm o( 1^ 
hand ? didst not mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 

lago. ^Lechery, by this hand ; an index, and 
obscure t>roIogue to the history of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips, that 
tiieir breaths embraced together. YUlainous 
thoughts, Roderigo ! when these mutualites so 
marsSial the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incorporate conclu^on^: 
Pish! — ^But,' sur, be you ruled by me: I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to-nigfht| 
for the command, Til lay't upon you : Cassio knows 
you not ; — FU not be far from you : Do you find 
some occasion to anger Cassio, either by speaking 
too loud, or tainting :t^ his discipline ; or from what 
other course you please, which the time shall more 
favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler ; 
and, haply §, with his truncheon, may strike at you : 
Provoke him, that he may : for, even out of that, 
will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qua- 
lification shall come into no true taste again, but 
by the displaoting of Cassio. So shall you have a 
shorter journey to your desires, by the means I 

* Minds uoripe. f Qaalities, disposition of miod. 

X Thruwing a star npon bis discipline. 
§ Perhaps. 
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shall then have to prefer* them ; and the impedi- 
ment most profitably removed, without the which 
there were no expectation of our prosperity* 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any op- 
portunity. 

Jago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 
the citadel: I must fetch his necessaries a^ore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit. 

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit : 
The Moor — bowbeit that I endure him not — 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona 
A jmost dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust (though, peradventure, 
I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that 1 do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap'd into my seat : the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul, 
Till I am even Mith him, wife for wife ; 
Or, foiling so, yet that I put the Moor ♦ 

At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— 
If this poor trash t of Venice, whom I trash % ^ 
For his quick bunting, stand the putting on, 
I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb§, — 
For I fear Cassio with my night>-cap too ; 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me. 
For making him egregiously an ass. 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Even to mad^^ss. *Tis here, but yet confus'd j 
Knavery's plain face is never seen, till us'd. {Exit. 

* To adraoce them. f Worthless hound. 

X The term for a clog put on a hound, to binder his running. 
§ In the grossest manner. 
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SCENE IL 

A street, 

£nter a Heraldi wiih a prodamatiim ; people foUowmg. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and va- 
liant general, that, upon certain tidings now arrivedi 
importing the mere* perdition of the Turkish fleet, 
every man put himself into triumph; some to dance, 
some to make bonfires, each man to what sport and 
revels his addiction leads him ; for, besides these be- 
neficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptials: 
So much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. 
All ofiBices f are open ; and there is full liberty of 
feasting, from this present hour of five, till the bell 
hath told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of C}rprus, 
and our noble general, Othello. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE m. 
A haU in the castle. 

Enter Othello, JDesdemona, Cassio, and Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the gumxl to- 
night : 
Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to't. 

0th. lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night . To-morrpw, with our earliest, 
Let me have speech with you.— Come, my dear love, 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

[To Desdmnona. 

* Entire. f Rooms, or places in the castle. 
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That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you.—)/ 
Good nigbt. [EsDeunt Otb. Pes. cmd Attend. 

Enter lago. 

Cos. Welcome^ lago: We must to tbe watch. 

lago. Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general cast* us thus earJy^ for the 
love of ^is Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore 
blame ;^ he hath not yet made wanton the night 
with her : and she is sport for Jove. 

Cos, Slie^s a most exquisite )ady. 
' ' logo. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Ca». Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

lago. What an eye she has! methioks it sounds 
a parley of provocation. 

Cos. An inviting eye j and yet methinks right 
modest. 

lago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm 
to love ? 

Cos. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Tago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine ; and here witb-» 
out are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain 
have a measure to the health of the black Othello. 

Cos. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking: I could well 
wish courtesy would invent some other custom of 
entertainment. 

lago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup ; I'll 
drink for you. 

Cos. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified t too, and, behold, what in- 
novation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the 
infirmity, and dare not task my weakness with any 
more. 

logo. What, man! *th a night of revels; the 
gallants desire it. 

Cos. Where are they ? 

« Dismiued. f Sljiy mixed with water. 

A A 2 
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hgo. Here at the door; I prsy yoy, call tbeai in. 

Ca$. ru do't; but it diaUkes me. [EgU Cmm. 

lago. If I can £utai but one cop upon him^ 
With that which he hath drunk to-night ahreacfy, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence 
At my young mistveas' dog. Now, my sick £doI| 

Roderigo^ 
Whom love has tum'd almost tlie wrong side 

outward. 
To Desdemona liath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he's to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, — noble swelling spirits. 
That hold their honours in a weary distance. 
The very elements of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups. 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock <tf 

drunkards. 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle :— But here they come : 
If consequence do but approve my' dream. 
My boat sails freely, boui with wind and stream. 

He-atfsr Cassio ; toilA Attn Montano, and Getulemau 

Cos. Tore heaven, they have given me a rouse* 
already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint» 
ds I am a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho ! 

jM ht me the canekin ctink, cUnk ; [Sings. 
And let me the canakin cUnk : 

A8oU&er*$ aman; 

JUfe^sbui aspan; 
Why then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! [ Wme bnmgM uu 

Coi. Tore heaven, an excellent song. 
lago. 1 learned it in England, wh^ (indeed) 

they arc most potent in potting :' your Dane, yomr 

• A little Dwra Umui tnoiigb. 
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GeriBSB, and your tw«g*bdlied HollMider,«<^rink^ 
ho !— are nothing to your Engliidi. 

Ca». Is your Englishman so expert in his drtnl(ing } 

logo. Why, he drinks you, with fiiciiity, your 
Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow 
your Almain; he^ gives your Hollander a vomit, 
ere the next pottle can be filled. 

€a$* To the health of our general. 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I'll do you 
justice*. 

lagq. O sweet England ! 

Sing Stephen was a worthy peerf, 
His breeches cost him but a crown ; 

He held them sixpence all too dear. 
With thai he caWd the tailor— lownX> 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of low, degree : 
"lis pride that puUs the country down, 

Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the 
other. 

lago. Will you hear it again ? 

Cos. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things. — Well, — Heaven's 
above all ; and there be souls that must be saved, 
and there be souls must not be saved. 

logo. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Cos. For mine own part,— >no offence to the ge- 
neral, or any man of quality, — C hope to be saved. 

logo. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cos. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me ; the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's 
have no more of this ; let's to our affairs.-— Forgive 
us our sins !— Gentlemen, let's look to our business. 
Do not thinks gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my 
ancient ; — ^this is my right hand, and this is my left 

* Drink ms orach ms jov 4«. f A wortbj fellow. % Clown. 



d by Google 



272 OTHELLO, [ActH. 

band:*- 1 am not dmvlk now; I can stand wdl 
enough, and speak well enough. 

AU: Excellent well. 

Cos. Why, very well, then : you must not tbkik 
then that I am drunk. [Estk. 

Mon. To the platform, masters ^ come, let's set 
the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow, that is gone before ;— 
He is a soldier, fit to stand by Caesar 
, And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 
Tis M his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in. 
On some odd time of his infirmity 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus ? 

lago. *Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 
He'll watch the horologe a double set*. 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well. 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good i^turei 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils ; Is not this true ? 

Enter Roderigo. 

lago. How now, Roderigo ? [Aside. 

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. 

[Eait Roderigo. 

Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingraft f infirmity : tm 

It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

lago. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this eviL But hark ! what noise? 

[Cry within, — ^Help ! help ! 

* While the clock striket two rounds, or four-and-twenty hours. 
t Rooted, settled. 
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Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo. ^ 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mon. What's the matter, lieutenant ? 

CcLs. A knave ! — teach me my duty ! 
I'll beat the knave into a twlggen^ bottle. 

Rod. Beat me I 

Cos. t)ost thou prate, rogue ? 

[Striking Roderigo. 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Siaying him. 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cos, Let me go, sir. 

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk* 

Ow. Drunk! [They fight. 

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny ! 
[Aside to Rod. who goes out^ 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen, — 
Help, ho !— lieutenant, — sir, — M ontano, — sir j-^ 
Help, masters ! — Here's a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[Bell rings. 
Who's that that rings the bell ?— Diablo, ho ! 
The town will rise j God's will, lieutenant I hold) 
You will be sham'd fer ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

0th. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ; — ^he 

dies. 
0th. Hold, for your lives. 
lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, sir, Montano,— 
gentlemen, — 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold 1 the general speaks to you 5 hold, for 
shame ! 
0th. Why, how now, ho ! fi'om whence ariseth 
this? 
Are we tum'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that, 

* A wicker bottle. 



d by Google 



274 OTHELLO, [Act H. 

Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For chrbtian shame, put by this barbarous brawl: 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety,— What is the matter, mas- 
ters? — 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who beg^n this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

Tago. I do not know; friends all but now, even 
now. 
In quarter, and in tern]j?:like brid^iaud groom 
Devesting them for bed : and then, but now 
(As if some planet had unwitted men^) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other*ls breast^ 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And 'would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, thj^t brought me, to a part of it X 

Oth How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot* ? 

Cog. I pray you, pardon me, I canubt speak. 

Oth* Worthy Montano, vou were wont be civil; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure ; What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
Andlipend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler? cjive me answer to it. 
. Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your oflScer, lago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends 

me — 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that's said or done amiss this night ; 
Unless self-charityt be sometime a vice ; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin. 
When violence assails us, 

0th. Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 

• ». e. You have tbn$ forgot yoarself. f Care of one's self. 
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And passion^ baring my best judgment collied^^ 
Assays to lead the way : If I once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approved f in this offence. 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth. 
Shall lose me«->^WhatI in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimfiil of fear. 
To manage private and ddliiestic'tiuarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
'Tis monstrous. — lago; who began it ? 

Mon. If partially affin'd:^, or leagu'd in office,. 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

lago. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, general. 
Monta'no and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determined sword. 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamour (as it so fell out^) 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose 5 and I returned the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 
I ne'er might say before : when I came back 
(For this was brief,) I found them close together. 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were. 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report :— 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget: — 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,— 

• Darkened. t Convicted by proof. 

X Related by neamest of office. 
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As men in rage strike Uiose thai wbh then best,— 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received. 
From him that fled, some strange indignity. 
Which patience a>uld not pass. 

Oth. I know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Mfucing it light to Cassio : — Qutsioi I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine. — 

£n^6r Desdemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up ; — 
rU make thee an example. 

Des* What's the matter, dear? 

Oth. Airs well now, sweeting ; Come away to 
bed. 
Sir, for your hurls. 
Myself will be your siu*geon : Lead him off. 

[To Montano, who is led cff. 
lago, look with care about the town ; 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life. 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. 
[Exeunt all but lago and Cassio. 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Gm. Ay, past all surgery. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation I O, I 
have lost my reputation ! 1 have lost the immortid 
part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestml.*- 
My reputation, lago, my reputation. 

logo. As I am an honest man, I thought you bad 
received some. bodily wound; there is more offi^nce 
in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle 
and most false imposition ; oft got without merit, 
and lost without deserving : You have lost no re-^ 

Kutatioii at all, unless you repute yourself such a 
>ser. What, man ! there are ways to recover the 
general again: You are but now cast in his mood*, 
a punishment more in policy than in malice ; even 

* Diim'med in bit aoger. 
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as one woald beat bis offenceless dog, to affirigbt 
an imperious lion: sue to bim again^ and he's 
yours. 

Cos. I will ratber sue to be despised^ tban to de- 
ceive so good a commander, witb so sligbt, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunks and 
speak parrot^ ? and squabble ? swagger ? swear ? 
and discourse fustian witb one's own shadow ?^M3^ 
thou invisible sptdt of wine, if thou bast no name 
to be known by, let us call thee — devil ! 

lago. What was be that you followed with your 
sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Cos. I know not. 

lago. Is it possible ? 

Cos. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O, 
that men should put an enemy into their mouths, to 
steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy, 
revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves 
into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : How 
came you thus recovered ? 

Cos. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to 
give place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectness 
shows me another, to make me frankly despise 
myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : As 
the time, the place, and the condition of this coun* 
trv stands, I could heartily wish this had not be- 
fallen ; but, since it is as it is, mend it for your 
own good. 

Cos. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall 
tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To 
be now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and pre- 
sently a beast I O strange ! — ^Every inordinate cup 
is unblessed, and the ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good fiimiliar 
creature, if it be well used; exclaim no more against 

• Talk idly. 
VOL. X. B B 
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it. And, good lieutenaDt^ I think, you tbiok I love 
you. 

Cos. I have well approved it, sir. — I drunk ! 
lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. Til tell you what you shall do. 
Our general's wife is now th^ general ;-^I may say 
so in this respect, for that he hath devoted, and 
given up himself to the contemplation^ mark, and 
denotement of her parts and graces :— confess your- 
self freely to her; importune her; she'll help to 
put you in your place again : she is of so free, so 
kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she 
holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do more 
than she is requested : '^'his broken joint, between 
you and her husband, entreat her to splinter; and, 
my fortunes against any lay* worth naming, this 
crack of your love shall grow stronger than it was 
before. ; 

Cos. You advise me well. 

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and 
honest kindness. 

Cos. I think it freely; and, betimes in the morn- 
ing, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to un- 
dertake for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, if 
they check me here. 

lago. You are in the right. Good night, lieute- 
nant ; I must to the watch. 

Cas. Good night, honest lago. [Exit Cassio. 

lago. And what's he theu, that says, — I play the 
villain ? 
When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 
To win the Moor again ? For, 'tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit; she's fram'd as fruitful f 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor,— were't to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love, 

• iBet or wager. f Liberal^ bountifdl. 
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That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am I then a villain, 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel* course, 

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on. 

They do suggest f at first with heavenly shows. 

As I do now : For, while this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes. 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

ril pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals J him for her body's lust ; 

And, by how much she strives to do him good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net, 

That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Roderigo? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a 
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
My money is almost spent ; I have been to-night 
exceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I thinks the issue 
will be — I shall have so much experience for my 
pains: and so, with no money at .all, and a little 
more wit, return to Venice. 

lago. How poor are they, that have not pa- 
tience ! — 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witch- 
craft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee. 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio: 
Though other things grow fair against the Sun, 
Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself a while. — By the mass, 'tis morning; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short.—* 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 

• Even. f Tempt. J Recalls. 



d by Google 



280 OTHELLO, [Act IIL 

Away, I say ; thoii shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two thingfs are 

to be done,— - 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
ril set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump* when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that's the way ; 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. lExit. 



ACT in. 

SCENE I. Before the castle. 

Enter Cassio, and same Musicians. 

Cos. Masters, play here, I will content your pains. 

Something that's brief; and bid — good-morrow, 

general. [Mustek. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been 
at Naples, that they speak i'the nose thus ? 

1 Mus. How, sir, how ? 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instru- 
ments ? 

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument 
that I know. But, masters, here's money for 
you : and the general so likes your musick, that 
ne desires you, of all loves, to make no more noise 
with it. 

1 Mt^. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any musick that may not be 
heard, to't again: but, as they say, to hear musick, 
the general does not greatly care. 

* Jott at the time. 
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1 Mus. We have none such, sir. 

do. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll 
away : Go ; vanish into air ; away. 

[Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend. 

Clo, No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear 
you. 

Cos. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets*. There's a 
poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell her, 
there's one Cassio entreats her a little favour of 
speech : Wilt thou do this ? 

do. She is stirring, sir ; if she will stir hither, I 
shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit, 

Enter lago. 

Cos. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, lago. 

lago. You have not been a-bed then. 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 
To send in to your wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

lago. I'll send her to you presently; 

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. [Exit. 

Cas. 1 humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good- morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry 
For your displeasure f ; but all will soon be well. 
The general, and his wife, are talking of it ; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies. 
That he you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 
Apd great affinity; and that, in wholesome wisdom, 

* Nice distinctions. 

f Tiie displeasure yon have incaiT«d from Otbcllo. 
B B 2 
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He might not but refuse you : but, be protests, he 

loves you ; 
And needs no other suitor, but bis likings. 
To take the saf st occasion by the front, 
To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done. 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emii. Pray you, come in ; 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your b9som freely. 

Cos. "* I am much bound to you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 
A room in the castle^ 

Enter Othello, lago, and Gentlemen. 

0th. These letters give, lago, to the pilot ; 
And, by him, do my duties to the state : 
That done, I will be walking on the works. 
Repair there to me. 

lago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't. 

0th. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we 
see't ? 

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 

SCENE UL 

Bqfore the castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
£tntl. Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my 
husband. 
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As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that's an honest fellow. — ^Do not doubt^ 
Cassio, 
But I will hrfve my lord and you again 
As friendly as you werje. 

Cas. ' Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You have known him long; and be you well assured. 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politick distance. 

Cos. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place ; assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship. 111 perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
rU watch him tame*, and talk him out of patience; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
ril intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die. 
Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello, and lago, at a distance. 

EmiL Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cos. Madam, Til take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay. 

And hear me speak. 

* Cos. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, well, 

Do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 

* Hawks are tamed by Keeping tlicm from sleep. 
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lago. Ha! I like not that. 

Oth. What dost thou say ? 

lago. Nothing, my lord : or If — I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife? 

lago. Cassio, my lord ? No,jsure, I cannot think it, 
That he would steal a^ay so guilty-like. 
Seeing you coming. 

Oth. I do believe 'twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Oth, Who is't you mean ? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my 
lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you. 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning^, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 
That he bath left part of his grief with me ; 
I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other 
time. 

Des. But shairt be shortly ? 

Oth. The sooner, sweet, for. you. 

Des. Shall't be to-night at supper ? 

Oth. No, not to-nigBf. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday 
morn; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night; or Wednesday morn j — 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason 

* Knowledge. 
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(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 

Out of their best^,) is not almost a fault 

To incur a private check : When shall he come ? 

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 

What you could ask me, that I should deny. 

Or stand so mammeringf on. What? Michael 

Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time. 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much, — 

0th. Pr'ythee, no more : let him come when he 
will; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why^ this is not a boon ; 

'"Rs as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warai ; 
Or sue to you to do pecttliar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit. 
Wherein I mean to touch'your love indeed. 
It shall be full of poize J and difficulty. 
And fearful to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing ; 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des, Shall I deny you? no: Farew^Ut my lord. 

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to 
thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come: — Be it as your fancies leach 
you ; 
Whatever you be, I am obedient. 

[Exity with Emilia. 

0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul. 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

lago. My noble lord, 

0th. What dost thou say, lago ? 

lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo*d my 
lady, 

* Beftmen. f Hesitatiog. % Weight. 
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Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou 
ask ? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Oih. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

lago. I did not think he had been acquainted 
with her. 

0th. O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

lago. Indeed? 

Oih. Indeed ! ay, indeed : — Discern'st thou aught 
in that ? 
Is he not honest ? 

Ingo. Honest, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay, honest ? 

lago. My lord, for aught 1 know. 

Oth. What dost thou think ? 

Jago. Think, my lord? 

^Oth. Think, my lord 1 

By heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Thou dost mean some- 
thing : 
I heard thee say, but now, — ^Thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife ; What didst not like ? 
And, when I told thee — he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst. Indeed f 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oih. I think thou dost ; 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them 

breath, — 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just. 
They are close denotements, working from the 
heart. 
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That passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio,— 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

0th. 1 think so too. 

lago. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none ! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why then, 

I think that Cassio is an honest man. 

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of 

thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and 

false, — 
As Where's that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets*, and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful ? 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseeqh you,— 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conjectsf, 
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What dost thou mean ? 

• Coarts of inquiry. f ConJeetur««. 
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Ic^o. Good name, in man, and woman^ dear my 
lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls \ 
Who steals my purse, steals trash 3 'tis something, 

nothing ;' 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

0th. By heaven, I'll know thy thought. 

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

Oth. Ha ! 

lago. O beware, my lord, of jealousy 5 

It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss. 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly 
loves ? 

Oth. O misery ! 

laff). Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fineless*, is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

Oth. Why ? why is this ? 

Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? No : to be once in doubt. 
Is— once to be resolv'd : £xchange me for a goat 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufiSicate and blown surmises. 
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me 

jealous. 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous f : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 

• Endless, unbounded. f * ff^hick make* fair g^fairtr.* 
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The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and choose me : No, lago } 
I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove : 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

lago. 1 am glad of this, for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me : — I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature^ 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands ; their best con- 
science 
Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown^ 

0th. Dost thou say so ? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks. 
She lov'd them most. 

Oth. And so she did. 

lago. ' Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming*. 
To seelf her father's eyes up, close as oak, — 
He thought 'twas witchcraft : — ^But I am much to 

blame ; 
1 humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for ever, 

I(ago. I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, I fear it has : 

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love; — But I do see you are 

mov'd : — 
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 

* Appearance, 
f Ad expression from falconry : to seel a hawk it to tew np hit tye-lidt. 
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To grosser issues*, nor to larger reacbj 
Than to suspicion. 

Oth. I will not. 

lago. Should you do so, my lord^ 

My speech should fall into ^cb vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy 

friend: — 
My lord, I see you are mov'd. 

Oth. No, not much mov*d : — 

I do not think but Desdemoua's honest. 

lago. Long live she so I and long live you to 
think so ! 

Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itself, — 

lago. Ay, there's the point: — ^As,-— to be bold 
with you,— 
Not to affect many proposed matches. 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Fob ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.-^ 
But pai'don me ; I do not, in position. 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear. 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country forms^ 
And (happily) repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know nK)re ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 

lago. My lord, I take my leave. IGaing. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? — This honest creature, 
doubtless. 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

lago. My lord, 1 would, 1 might entreat your 
honour 
To scan this thing no further : leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off a while. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 

* Conclusions. 
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Note, if your lady strain his entertainment* 
With any strong or vehement opportunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean time^ 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears 
(As worthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard f, 
Though that her jesses J were my dear heart strings, 
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for 1 am black ; 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers§ have ; — Or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that's not much ; — 
She's gone ; I am abused ; and my relief 
Must be— to loath her. O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 
For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 
Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshunnable, Hke death ; 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us. 
When we do quicken ||. Desdemona comes : 

Enter Desdemona tmd Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself ! — 
I'll not believe it. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ? 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

* IVetft bard bit re<^fiini«tion ti» his pay aid oilee. 

f A tpecies of bawk : alto a term of rvproacb applied to a wanton. 

X Straps of leatber by which a bawk is held on the fiit. 

I Men of intrigue. |J When we begin to lire. 
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Des. Why is your speech so faint ? are you not 

well ? 
Oth. I have a paia upon my forehead here. 
Des, Faith, that's with watching; 'twill away 
again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

Oih. Your napkin*^ is too little ; 

[He puts the handkerchief from him, and ii 
drap9. 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 
Des. I am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Oth. and Des. 
EmiL I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token 
(For he conjur'd her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kiss, and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out^ 
And give it lago : 

What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Entei* lago. 

lago. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

EmiL Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

lago. A thing for me ? — ^it is a common thing.— 

EmiL Ha ! 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

EmiL O, is that all ? Wliat will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief ? 

lago. What handkerchief? 

EmiL What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

lago. Hast stolen it from her ? 

EmiL No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, Ij being here, took't up. 
Look, here it is. 

• la the north of England this term fur a handkerchief U still used. 
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lago. A good wench : give it me. 

£mti. What will you do with it^ that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

laga^ Why, what's that to you ? 

I ISnatcJm^ it. 

EmiL If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad, 
When sb^ shall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known of t* ; I have use for it, 
Qo> leave me. [Exii Emilia. 

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air. 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strongs 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my pois>on : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons. 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 
Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so :— 

£n<^ Othello. 
Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandra* 

gorat, 
Nor all thy drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owd'stj yesterday. 

Oth. Ha \ ha! false to mt ? 

Tome? 

lago. Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 

(kk. Avaunt ! be gone i thou bast set me on the 
rack: — 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Tbim but to know't a little. 

lago. How now, my tord? 

Oth. What sense had I of her stolen boursrof lust? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it barin'd not me : 
I slept the next night well^ was free and merry ; 

* Seem at if jon knew Mthing of the matter. 

t Tbe mandrake bat a M^porific qnalitj. % Pof^ssedst. 
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I found not Cassio'n kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd^ not wanting what is stolen^ 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at alL 
la^o. I sorry to hear this. 
Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp^ 
Pioneers* and all, had tasted her sweet body^ 
So I h4Ml nothing known : O now, (or ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content \ 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars^ 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump. 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner ; and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance c^ glorious war ! 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamoui's counterfeit. 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone 1 
logo. Is it possible ? — My lord, 
Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular prfx^ ; 

[Talcing him by the ihroai. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog. 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

lago. Is it come to this ? 

Olh. Make me to see it } or (at the least) 90 
prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life 1 

lago. My noble lord, 

OUu If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse f ; 
On horror's bead horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd^ 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add. 
Greater than that. 

logo. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a aum ? have you a soul, or sense ? — 

• The rtlest of the camp. PioMen were generaHy def rjided toltfittrs. 
t AU tenderaesty «)1 pH) . 
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God be wi' you; take mine office. — O wre^hed 

fool. 
That liv*st to make thine honesty a vice !— 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world. 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, frdm hence, 
I'll love no friend, since love breeds such ofience. 

0th. Nay, stay :— 'Thou should'st be honest. 

logo. 1 should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 
I'll have some proof : Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own &ce. If there be cords, or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
I'll not endure it. — Would, I were satisfied ! 

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up witli passion r 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 

Oth. Would? nay, I will. 

lago. And may : but how ? how satisfied, my 
lord ? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on t 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

Oth. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It were a tedtous difficulty, I think, 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then. 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their oWn ! What then ? how then ? 
What shall I say? Where's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible, you should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys^ 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross ' 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, 1 say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth,— 
Will give youisatisfaction, you may have it. 
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OA. Grive ne a Imng* reason she's dfsloyaL 

lago. I do not like the office : 
But, sithf I am entered in Ibis cause so far, — 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and k>ve, — 
I will go on. I lay with CasMO lately ; . 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 
That in their sleeps will mutter their a&irs | 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet De$demonay 
Let U8 be wartfy let us hide our loDee ! 
And then, sir, wouki he gripe, and wring my band. 
Cry, — O, iweet creature! and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots. 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and tbeu 
Cry*d,—Ckw$edfate ! that gave thee to the Moor ! 

(kh. O monstrous I monstrous ! 

lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 
'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oth. ril tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ? 

Oth. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

lago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. Ifitbethat,— 

lago. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — Look here, lago ; 

• speaking, maoifett. f Since. 
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All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 
'Tis gone. — 

Arise^ black vengeance^ from thy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne*. 
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraughtf, ' 
For 'tis of aspick's tongues ! 

lago. Pray, be content, 

Oih. O, blood, lago, blood ! 

lago. Patience, I say ) your mind, perhaps, may 
change. 

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Hellespont 5 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love. 
Till that a capable^ and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow [KneeU. 

I here engage my words* 

lago. Do not rise yet. — 

Witness you ever burning lights above ! 

You elements that clip§ us round about 1 

Witness, that here lago doth give up 

The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 

To wrong'd Othello's service ! let him command. 

And to obey shall be in me remorse ||, 

What bloody work soever. 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance boun- 
teous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 
That Cassio- s not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your re- 
quest : 

* The heait on which thoa wast enthroned. 
f Freight, load. X Capacious. § Embrace. 

H Not of nalice to others, but of tendernesM for him. 
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But let her lire. 

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To fomish roe with some swift means of death 
For the foir devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

lago. I am your own for ever. [^ExewU. 



SCENE IV. 

The game. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cas- 
sio lies 1 

Clo, I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man ? 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier 
liesy is stabbing. 

Des. Go to ; Where lodges he ? 

Oe). To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
whiere I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to 
devise a lodging, and say — he lies here, or he lies 
there, were to lie in my own throat. 

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edified by 
report ? 

Clo. I will catechise the world for him ; that is, 
make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him, I 
have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all will 
be well. 

Cb. To do this, is within the compass of man's 
wit ; and therefore 1 will attempt the doing it. 

[Exit. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, 
Emilia ? 

Efnil. I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, 1 had rather have lost my purse 



d by Google 



Scene IV.] THE MOOR OF VENICE. 299 

Full of crusadoes*. And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enpugh 
To put him to iU^thinking. 

Emil. Is be not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was 
born. 
Drew all such humours from him. 

Eniil. Look, where he comes. 

Des, I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be caird to him. — How is't with you, my lord ? 

Enter Othello. 

0th. Well, my good lady : — [Aside.] O, hardness 
to dissemble ! — 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des. Well, my good lord. 

Oth. Give me your hand: This hand is moist, 

my lady. 
Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sor- 
row^ 
0th. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart :— 
Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigationf) exercise devout ; 
For here's a young and sweating devil here. 
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so : 

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
0th. A liberal baud : The hearts of old, gave 
hands ; 
But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, yoi\r 

promise. 
Olh. What promise, chuck ? 
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with 

you. 
0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me;' 

* A Poptugoete coin. f Penance, discipUoe. 
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Lend me thy handkerchief. 

De$. Here, my lord . 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Des. , No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault: 

That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer*, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while she 

kept it, 
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my £either 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it. 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive. 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; I 

To lose or give't away, were such perdition. 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible ? 

Oth. 'Tis true : there's magick in the web of it : 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetick fury sew'd the work : 
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the silk; 
And it was died in mummy, which the skilful 
Qonserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

Des. Indeed ! is't true ? 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well. 

Des. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it. 

. Oth. Ha ! wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rasbf ? 

Oth. Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out of the 
way ? ^ 

Des. Heaven bless ui ! 

• EnchaDtreu^ f V«benicDt» fiolciit 
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0th. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what an if it were ? < 

Oth. Ha I 

De$. I say^ it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch't, let me see it, 

Des. Why, so I can, sir ; biit I will not now : 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
I pray, let Cassio be receivM again, 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind mis- 
gives. 

De$. Come, come ; 
You'll never meet a more suflScient man. 

Oih. The handkerchief, 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 
SharM dangers with you ; 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. In sooth. 
You are to blame. 

Oth. Away ! [Eait Othello. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are fall, 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my hus- 
band. 

Enter lago and Cassio. 

lago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't ; 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and impdrtune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news 
with you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

VOL, X. D D 
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Whom I, with all the duty of my heart. 

Entirely honour ; I would not be delayed : 

If my offence be of such mortal kind. 

That neither 8ervice past, nor present sorrows. 

Nor purposM merit in futurity. 

Can ransome me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content. 

And shut myself up in some other course. 

To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio^ 

My advocation is not now in tune : 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favour*, as in humour, altered, ^ 
So help me, every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all mv best ; 
And stood within the blankf of his displeasure, ^ 
For my free speech 1 You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, 1 will ; and more I will. 
Than for myself I dare : let that sufiice you« | 

lago. Is my lord angry ? 

EmxL He went hence but now, 

And, certainlv, in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air ; 
And, like the devil, firom his very arm 
Puff 'd his own brother ;-^And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then x I will go meet him ; 
There's matter ifi't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr'ythee, do so.-.-Something, sure, of 
state. — [Easii lago. 

Either from Venice 5 or some unhatch'd practice J, 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases. 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things. 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so ; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members ev'n to that sense 

* In countenaDce. 
f Within the shot of his anger. I Treatoo. 
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Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal*. — Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am). 
Arraigning his unkiudness with my soul ; 
But now I find, I had suborn'd the witness. 
And he's indited falsely. 

EmiL Pray heaven, it be state matters, as 'you 
think ; 
And ho conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Conc^ning you. 

Des. Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause, 

EmU. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 
But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 
^Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's 
mindl 

EmU. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him.— Cassio, walk here- 
about : 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit. 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cos. 1 humbly thank your ladyship. 

lExeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, fiiend Cassio ! 

Cos. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? 
I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
V^hat ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours ?' and lovers' absent hours, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

weary reckoning ! 

Cos. Pardon me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been 

press'd ; 

• Tbe nuptial feast. 
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*But I shall, in a more continuate time*. 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet. Bianc^ 

[Gwing her Desdemona's handkerchief. 
Take me this work outf. 

Bian. Oy Cassio, whence came this ? 

This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Cos. Woman, go to ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealoas 

now. 
That this is from some mistress, some reiuem- 

brance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cos. I know not, sweet : I found it in my cham- 
ber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough it will), I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cos. I do attend herq on the general ; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish. 
To have him see me woman^d* 

Bian. Why, 1 pray ytw ? 

Cos. Not thait I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not lave me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little; 
And say, if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cos. 'Tis but a little way, that I can bring you. 
For I attend here t but I'll see you soon. 

Bian. 'Tis very good ; I must be circumstanced. 

[JSareuttl. 

* Time less interrBpCed. 
f The meaning is not pick out the work, but copy thb work in aft> 
other handkerchief. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Othello and lago. 

lago. Will you think so ? 

0th. Think so, lago ? 

Iag(h What, 

To kiss in private ? 

0th. An unautboriz'd kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 

0th. Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 
Ttie' devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

Ic^o. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip : 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief,—- 

0th. What then? 

lago. Why then 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being 
hers. 
She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 

0th. She is protectress of her honour too ; 
May she give that ? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that's not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not ; 
But, for the handkerchief, — . 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot 
it:— 
Thou said'st, — 0,.it comes o'er my memory. 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house, 
Boding to all*, — he had my handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th. That's not so good, now. 

• Tbe rmren was thought to be a constant attendant on a house in- 
fected with the plagnc. 
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306 OTHELLO, [Act IV. 

logo. Whati if I had said, I had seen ium do you 
wrong ? 
Or heard him say, — ^As knaves be such abroad^ 
Who having, by their own importunate suit^ 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
Convinced or supplied* them, cannot choose 
But they must blab- 

0th. Hath he said any thing ? 

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assiir'd. 
No more than he'll unswear« 

Oih. What hath he said ? 

lago. Taith that he did, — I know not what he 
did. 

0th. What ? what ? 

logo. Li e 

Oth. With her? 

lago. With her, on her ; what you wilL 

Oth. Lie with her ! lie on her ! — We say, lie on 
her, when they belie her : Lie %vith her ! that's 
fulsome. — Handkerchief, — confessions,— handker- 
chief. — ^To confess, and be hanged for his labourf. 
— First to be hanged, and then to confess : — I trem- 
ble at it. Nature would not invest herself in such 
shadowing passion, without some instruction. It 
is not words, that shake me thus : — Pish ! — Noses, 
ears, and lips : — Is it possible ?— Confess ! — Haiul- 
kerchief ! — O de\'il ! — [Falls in a trance. 

lago. Work on. 
My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are 

caught ; 
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus. 
All guiltless meet reproach. — ^What, ho ! my lord ! 

jEnt^Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Othello !— How now, Cassio ? 

Qis. What is the matter ? 

lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 
T)iia is his second fit ; he had one yesterday. 

* Old speHiiii^ of suppled, i, e, toftcned. 
f A proTtM-bial saying. 
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Cos. Rub him about the temples. 

lago. No, forbear : . 

Hie lethargy must ha^e his quiet course : 
If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by. 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he* stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 
He will recover straight j when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. — 

• [Exit Cassio. 
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ? 

Ckh. Dost thou mock me ? 

logo. I mock you ! no, by heaven : 

'Would you would bear your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A homed man's a monster, and a beast. 

lago. There's many a beast then in a populous 
city. 
And many a civil monster. 

Oth. Did he confess it ? 

lago. Good sir, be a man ; 

Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd. 
May draw with ya^ : there's millions now alive. 
That nightly lie in those unproper* beds. 
Which they dare swear peculiar; your case is 

better. 
O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch- mock. 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

Oth* O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 

logo. Stand you a while apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient listf. 
Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your 

grief 
(A passion most linsuiting such a man), 
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away, 
And laid good 'sense upon your ecstasy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me i 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave:( yourself, 

* Common, 
t Withiu the boimdt of patience. % Hide. 
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And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns^ 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife ; 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen. 
And nothing of a man. 

Oth. * Dost thou hear, lago ? 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

[ago. That's not amiss; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

[Othello withdraws. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that, by selling her desires. 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the strumpet's plague. 
To beguile many, and be beguiPd by one ; 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — Here he comes : — 

Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish* jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, lieutenant? 

Cos. The worser, that you give me the additionf. 
Whose want even kills me. 

lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure crf't. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, 

[Speaking lower. 
How quickly should you speed. 

Cos. Alas, poor caitiff! 

Oth. Look, how he laughs already ! [/iside. 

lago. I never knew a woman love man so. 

(m. Alas, poor rogue! Ithinki'faithshe loves me. 

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

[Aside. 

* Ignorant. f Title of lieutenant. 
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lago. Do you hear, Ca$sio ? 

0th. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o'er : Go to ^ well said, well said. [Jside. 

lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry hier : 
Do you intend it ? 

Cos. Ha,, ha, ha 1 

0th. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph? 

[Jside. 

Cos. I marry her ! — ^what ? a customer* ! I pr'y- 
thee, bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it 
so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th. So, so, so, so : They laugh that win. 

[Jside. 

lago. Taith, the cry goes, that you shall marry 
her. 

Cos. Pr'ythee, say true. 

I<igo. I am a very villain else. 

Oth. Have you scored me ? Well. [Asidci 

Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out : she is 
persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise* 

Oth. lago beckons me ; now he begins the story. 

{^JHde. 

Cos. She was here even now ; she haunts me in 
every place. I was, the other day, talking. on the 
sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither comes 
this bauble ; by this hand, she falls thus about my 
neck 5 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cassio 1 as it were : his 
gesture imports it. [Aside. 

Cos. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so 
bales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha !— 

Oth. Now he tells, how she pluck'd him to my 
chamber : O, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. [Jside. 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

Jago. Before me 1 look where she comes, 

• A coipmon woqi4Q« 
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Enter Bianca. 

das. Tis such another fitchew* ! marry, a per- 
fumed one. — What do you mean by this haunting 
of me? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! 
What did you mean by that same handkerchief, yoa t 
gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take it. I 
must take out the whole work ?— *A likely piece of 
work, that you should find it in your chamber, and 
not know who left it there ! This is some minx's 
token, and I must take out the work ? There, — 
give it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you had it, '. 
ril take out no work on't. 

Gi^. How now, my sweet Bianca? how now? 
how now ? 

Oth. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief ! 

[^Aside. 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you 
may: an you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. [£a^. 

lago. After her, after her. 

Cas. 'Faith I must, she'll rail in the street else. 

lago. Will you sup there ? 

Cas. 'Faith, I intend so. 

lago. Well, I may chance to see you; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pr'ythee, come ; Will you ? 

lago. Go to ; say no more. [ExU Cassio. 

Oth. How shall I miu'der him, lago } 

lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his 
vice. 

Oth. O, lago 1 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that mine ? 

lago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he 
prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it 
him, and he hath given it his whore. 

t A polecat. 



d by Google 



SobnkI.] the moor of VENICE. 811 

Oth, 1 would have bim nine years a killing : — 
A fine woman ! a £ur woman ! a sweet woman ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Oih. Ay, let her rot and perish, and be damned 
to-night ; for she shall not live : No, my heart is 
turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 
jO, the world hath not a sweeter creature: she 
might lie by an emperor*s side, and command him 
tasks. 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is : — So 
delicate with her needle ! — An admirable musician ! 
O, she will sing the savageness out of a bear !— Of 
so high and plenteous wit and invention ! — 

logo. She's the worse for all this. 

Oth. O, a thousand, a thousand times:— And 
then, of so gentle a condition* 1 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it, 
lago !— O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give 
her patent to oflFend ; for, if it touch not you, it 
comes near nobody. 

Oth. I will chop her into messes : — Cuckold me ! 

lago. O, 'tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer ! 

lago. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago ; this night : — I'll 
not expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty 
unprovide my mind again : — this night, lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; very 
good. 

Tago. And, for Cassio,^-let me be his undertaker: 
You shall hear mpre by midnight. 

[J trumpet ivithin. 

Oth. Excellent gpod.-^-What trumpet is that 
same? 

• Of to f weet a diipotitioo. 



d by Google 



312 OTHELLO, [Act IV. 

liigo. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lo- 
dovico, 
Ck>me from the duke : and, see, your wife is with 
him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and attendanU, 

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general ! 

Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Gives him a padcet» 

Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the packet and reads, 

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico? 

lago. I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you : How does lieutenant Cassio ? 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my 
lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 

Oth. Are you sure of that ? 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you uAUr^ 

[Reads. 

Lod. He did not call : he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone* them, for the love I bear to Cassia. 

Oth. Fire and brimstone ! 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. Are you wise ? 

D^s. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be, the letter mov'd bim ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home. 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my troth, I am glad on't. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Des. My lord? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

• Reconcile. 
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Scene I.] THE MOOR OF VENICE. 813 

Des. How, sweet Othello ? 

Oth. Devil ! [Striking her. 

Des. I have not deserv'd this. 

Lad. My lord, this would not be believ'd in 
Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw it : 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile : — 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. 

[Going. 

Lod. Truly; an obedient lady : — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oth. Mistress, 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay ; you did wish, that I would make her 
turn: 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep : 
And she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 
Very obedient ; — Proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! 
I am commanded home : — Get you away ; 
I'll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit Desdemona. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together: , 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats, and 
monkies ! [Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our fiill senate 
Call — all-in-all sufficient ? — This the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor.<^art of chance. 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 

lago, y He is much chang'd. 

vol.. X. SB 
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314 OTHELLO, [Act IV, 

Jjod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ? 

lago. He is that he is ; I may not breathe mj 
censure. 
What he might be, — ^if, what he might, he is not,* 
I would to heaven, he were. 
• -Lod. ' ;! 

lago, 'Faith, that was not I 

knew. 
That stroke would prove the 

Lod. 
Or did the letters work upon 
And new-create this fault ? 

lago. 
It is not honesty in me, to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shaH observe 

him; 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : Do but go afber^ 
And mark how he continues. 

Xiod. I am sorry, that I am deceived in hifn. 

{JExeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A room in the castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

Oth. You have seen nothing then ? 
Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 
0th. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together. 
Emil. But then I saw no harm : and then I heard 
Each syllable, that breath made up between them. 
0th. What, did they never whisper ? 
Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o'the way ? 
Emil. Never. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 

nothing ? 
Emil Never, my lord. 
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0th. That's strange. 

EmiL I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Liay down my soul at stake : if you think other. 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your bead 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There's no man happy j the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

0th. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

[Exit Emilia. 
She says enough :— yet she's a simple bawd. 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A cioset-iock-and-key of villainous secrets : 
And yet she'll kneel, and pray; I have seen her do*t. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona. 
Des. My lord, what is your will ? 
Oth. Pray^ chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 
Oth. Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy's this ? 

Oth. Some of your function, mistress ; 

[To Emilia. 
Leave procreaiits alone, and shut the door \ 
Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery; — nay, despatch. 

[Exit Emilia. 
Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech 
import ? 
I understand a fury in your words. 
But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 
Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 

And loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be doyble- 
damn'd, 
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Swear — thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it, 

0th. Heaven truly knows, that thou art &lse as 
heil. 

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am 
1 false ? 

0th, O Desdemona ! — away ! away ! away ! 

Des. Alas, the heavy day ! — Why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect. 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him. 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Qth. Had it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head > 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopee ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at, — 
O! O! 

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
But there, where I have garner'd* up my heart; 
Where either I must live, or bear n^ life ; 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in ! — turn thy complexion there ! 
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubim ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell! 

Des. 1 hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 

0th. O, ay 5 as summer flies are in the shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet. 
That the sense aches at thee.— 'Would, thou hadst 
ne'er been l>orn ! 

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 

* Treasured up. 



d by Google 



ScENK U.] THE MOOR OF VENICE. 317 

Otiu Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write whore upon ? What committed ! 
Committed ! — O thou pubiick commoner ! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modesty. 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it : What committed I — 
Impudent strumpet I 

Des^ By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des, No, as I am a Christian : 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord. 
From any other foul unlawful touch, ^ 
Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth. Is it possible ? 

Des. O, heaven forgive us ! 
- Oth. I cry you mercy, then ; 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. — You, mistress. 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 
We have done oiu* course ; there's money for your 

pains ; 
I pray you, turn the key, aid k^p our counsel. 

[Exit. 

EmU. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? — 

How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ? 

Des. 'Faith, half i»leep. 

EmH. Good madam, what's the matter with my 

lord? 
De9. With who ? 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

K R 2 
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EmiU He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep 5 nor answer I have none. 
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,*-remember ; — 
And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change, indeed ! 

{Eait. 

Des. 'Tis meet I should be us^d so, very meet» 
How have I been behaved, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my greatest abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, with lago. 

logo. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is it 
with you ? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young 
babes. 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

lago. What's the matter, lady ? 

EmiL Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her. 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her. 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, lago ? 

lago. What name, fair lady ? 

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say i wa». 

Emil. He calPd her, whore; a beggar, in his 
drink. 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet^. 

lago. Why did he so ? 

Des. I do not know ; I am sure, I am none such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep ; Alas, the day ! 

Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches. 
Her father, and her country, and her friends. 
To be caird— whore ? would it not make one weep ? 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

lago. Besbrew him for it ! 

How comes this trick upon him ? 

• His drab. 
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Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Ernil. I will be hang'd, if some eternal villain^ 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office. 
Have not devis'd this slander ; I'll be hang'd els«. 

lago, Fye, there is no such man : it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 

Endl. A halter pardon him ! and bell gnaw his 
bones ! 
Why should he call her, whore ? who keeps her 

company ? 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what like- 
lihood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villainous knave. 
Some base notorious -knave, some scurvy fellow : — 
O, heaven, that such companions* thou'dst unfold; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascal naked through the world^ 
Even from the east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fye upon him ! some such squire he was. 
That turn'd your wit the seamy sidef without. 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

lago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Des. O, good lago. 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for by this light of beaten, 
I know ncrt how I lost him. Here I kneel :-^ 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did^ 
And ever will, — though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 
But never taint my love. I cannot say, whorp ; 
It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 

* Fellows. t Inside out. 
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To do the act that might the addition'*^ earn. 
Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content; 'tis but his humour; 
The business of the state does him offence. 
And he does chide with'you, 
Des. If 'twere no other,— 

lago. It is but so, I warrant you, [Trumpets. 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper t 
And the great messengers of Venice stay : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well, 

[Ewetmt Desdemona and Emilia. 

JBnier Roderigo. ' 

How now, Roderigo ? 

Rod. I do not find, that thou deal'st justly with 
me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doff"st mef with some 
device, lago ; and rather (as it seems to me now,) 
keep'st from me all conveniency, than suppliest me 
with the least advantage of hope. I will, indeed, 
no longer endure it: Nor am I yet persuaded, 
to put up in peace what already 1 have foolishly 
suffered. 

logo. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much ; for ypur 
words and performances are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. 1 have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have bad 
from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have 
corrupted a votarist : You have told me — she has 
received them, and returned me expectations and 
comforts of sudden respect and- acquittance { ; but 
i find none. 

lago. Well I go to 5 very well. 

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ; nor 
'tis not very well : By this hand, I say, it is very 
scurvy : and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

♦ Title t Pntt'st me off. J Requit*!. 
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' lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, *tis not very well. I will make 
myself known to Desdemona : If she Will return me 
my jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my 
unlawful solicitation ; if not, assure yourself, I will 
seek satisfaction of you. / 

I(igo. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I 
protest intendment of doing. 

Tago. Why, now I see there*s mettle in thee 5 and 
even, from this instant, do build on thee a better 
opinion than ever before. Give me thy band, Ro- 
derigo : Thou hast taken against me a most just 
exception: but, yet, I protest, I have dealt most 
directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared 3 and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. 
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, 
which I have greater reason to believe now than 
ever, — ^I mean, purpose, courage, and valour, — this 
night show it: if thou the next night following 
enjoyest not Desdemona, take me fi*om this world 
with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it ? is it within reason, and 
compass ? 

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello^s place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Othello and Des- 
demona return again to Venice. 

lago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and talfes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode 
be lingered here by some accident ; wherein none 
can be so determinate, as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean — removing of him ? 

logo. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do ? 

lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither 
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will I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honour* 
able fortune : if you will watch hife going thence 
(which I will fashion to fell out between twelve and 
one,) you may take him at your pleasure ; I will 
be near to second your attempt, and he shall fall 
between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but go 
along with me ; I will show you such a necessitT in 
his death, that you shall think yourself bouna to 
put it on him. It is now high supper-time, and the 
night grows to waste : about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall be satisfied. lExeunL 

SCENE III. 

Another room in the castle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and 
Attendants. 

Led. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 

further, 
Oth. O, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your 

ladyship. 
Des. Your honour is most welcome. 
Oth. Will you walk, sir ?— - 

O, — ^Desdemona,— r— 

Des. My lord ? 

fith. Get you to bed on the instant, I will be re- 
turned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; 
look, it be done. 
Des. I will, my lord. 

[^Elxeunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants. 
Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than 

he did. 
Des. He says, he will return incontinent* ; 
He hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bade me to dismiss ;ou. 

• Immediately. 
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EmU. Dismiss me ! 

Des. It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

Endl. I would, you had never seen him ! 

Des. So would not I ; my love doth so approve 
him. 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, and frowns,*— 
Pr'ythee, unpin me,^— have grace and favour in them. 

EmiL I have laid those sheets you bade me on 
the bed. 

Des. All's one : — Good father I how foolish are 
our minds ! — 
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

EmU. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call'd — Barbara j 
She was in love ; and he, she lov'd, prov'd mad*. 
And did forsake her : she had a song of— willow, 
An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune. 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night. 
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do. 
But to go hang my head all at one side. 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, despatch. 

EmiL Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Des. No, unpin me here.— 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

EmiL A very handsome man. 

Des. And he speaks well. 

EmiL I know a lady in Venice, who would have 
walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his 
nether lip. 

I- 

Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree. 
Sing all a green willow; [Singing. 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, wUlow, willow : 
* WUdy inconstaot. 
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The fresh streams ran by her, and nmrmur'd her 
moans ^ 

Sir^ mlloWy 8^c. 
Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the stones; 

Lay by these : 

Sing willow, willow, willow / 
Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he'll come anon, — 

Sing all a green willow must be my garland, 

IL 

Let nobody blame him, his scorn I approve,-^^ 

Nay, that's not next. — Hark ! who is it that knocks ? 
EmiL It is the wind. 

Des. / calVd my love, false love ; but what said he 
then? 
Sing willow, Sfc, 
If I court mo* women, youHl couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do itch 5 
Doth that bode weeping ? 

EmiL 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Des, 1 have heard it said so. — O, these men, these 
men ! — 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, £roilia,-<- 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

EmiL There be some such, no question, 

Iks, Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

EmiL Why, would not you ? 

Des. • No, by this heavenly light ! 

EmU, Nor I neither by this heavenly light. 
I i^ight do't as well i'the dark. 

Des, Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

* Mo for more. 
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Emil. The world is a huge thing ; 'Tis a great 
price 
For a small vice. 

Des. Good troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emil, By my troth, 1 think I should; and undo't^ 
when I had done. Marry, I would not do such a 
thing for a joint-ring; nor for measures of lawn; nor 
for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition: but, for the whole world, — Why, who 
would not make her husband a cuckold, to make 
him a monarch ? I should venture purgatory for't. 

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
for the whole world. 

Emil, Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'the world ; 
and, having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong 
in your own world, and you might quickly make it 
right. 

Des. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many 
To the vantage, as would store the world they play'd 

for. 
But, I do think, it is their husbands' faults. 
If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties^ 
And pour out treasures into foreign laps ; 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies. 
Throwing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike us. 
Or scant our former having* in despite ; 
\yhy, we have galls ; and, though we have some 

gr§ce. 
Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know. 
Their wives have sensef like them : they see^ and 

smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What is it that they do. 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport ? 
I think it is ; And doth affection breed it ? 
I think, it doth ; Is't frailty, that thus errs ? 
It is so too : And have not we affections ? 
Desires for sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 

* Our former allowance of expence. f ScntatiaB. 
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Then, let them iise us well : else, let theni know. 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to. 

Des. Good night, good night : Heaven me such 
usage send. 
Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend. 

\Exeunt. 



ACT V. 
SCENE I. A street. 

Enter lago and Roderigo. 

lago. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight will 
become: 
Wear thy good rapier bare**, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow : 
It makes us, or it mars us : think on that. 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

12od. Be near at hand : I may miscarry in't. 

lago. Here, at thy hand.; be bold, and take thy 
sword. [Retires to a little distance. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons : — 
*Tis but a man gone : — forth, my sword ; he dies. 

[Goes to his stand. 

lago. I have rubb'd this young quat almost to the 
sense t, * • 

And he grows angi7. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other. 
Every way makes my gain : Live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd J fi*om him. 
As gifts to Desdeniona } 
It must not be : if Cassio do remsun. 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him j there stand I in much peril : 

• Unsheathed. f To the quick. J Fished. 
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No, he must diq: — But so, I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Mod. I know his gait, 'tis he ; — Villain, thou diest. 
[Rushes from his posi^ and makes a pass at 
Cassio. 
Cos. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed. 
But that my coat is better than thou think'st ; 
I will make proof of thine. 

[DrawSf and wounds Roderigo. 
Rod. O, I am slaiii ! 

[lago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio be- 
hind in the leg, and exit, 
(^as. I am maim'd for ever: — Help, ho! murder! 
murder ! IFalls. 

Enter Othello, at a distance^ 

0th. The voice of Cassio:^ — lago keeps his word. 

Rod. O, villain that I am ! 

Oth. Hark ! *tis even so. 

Cas. O, help ! ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 

Oth. 'Tis he ; — O brj\ye lago, honest, and just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong! 
Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies dead. 
And your fate hies apace :— Strumpet, I come : 
Forth * of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 

blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be 
spotted. [Exit Othello, 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, at a distance. 

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage f ? mur- 
der] murder! 
Gra. 'Tis some mischance; the ci7is very direful. 
Cas. O, help ! 
, Lod. - Hark ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groans; — it is a heavy J night; 

• Out. t No passengers. J Thick, cloudy* 
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These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more help. 

Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to death. 

Enter lago, with a Kght. 

Lod. Hark ! 

Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light and 

weapons. 
lago. Whose there? whose noise is this^ that 

cries on murder ? 
Lod. We do not know. 

lago. Did you not hear a cry ? 

Cos. Here, here ; for heaven's sake, help me* 
lago. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello^s ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
lago. What are you here that cry so grievously ? 
Cas. lago ? 0, 1 am spoil'd, undone by villains ! 
Give me some help. 

lago. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have done 

this ? 
Cas. I think, that one of them is hereabout. 
And cannot make away. 

lago. O treacherous villains ! — 

What are you there ? come in, and give some help. 
[To Lodovico and Gratiano, 
Rod. O, help me here ! 
Cas. That's one of them. 

lago. O murderous slave I O villain ! 

[lago stabs Roderigo. 
Rod. O damnM lago ! O inhuman dog ! — 
O ! O ! O ! 
lago. Kill men i'tbe dark ; — Where be these 
bloody thieves ? 
How silent is this town ! — Ho ! murder ! murder I 
What may you be ? are you of good, or evil ? 
Lad. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
lago. Signtor Lodovico ? 

hod. He, sir. 
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lago. I cry you mercy; Here's Cassio hurt 

By villains. 

Gra. Cassio? 

lago. How is it, brotlier ? 

Co*. My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid f — 

Light, gentlemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter^ ho ? who is't that 
cry'd ? 

lago. Who is't that cryM ? 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio ! 
O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio ! 

lago. O notable strumpet! — Cassio, may you 
suspect 
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you ? 

Cos. No. 

Gra. I am sorry, to find you thus : I have been 
to seek you. 

lago. Lend me a garter : So. — O, for a chair. 
To bear him easily hence ! 

Bian. Alas, he faints: — O Cassio! Cassip! 
Cassio ! 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this tra^ 
To be a party in this injury. — 
Patience a while, good Cassio. — Come, come ; 
Lend me a light. — Know we this face, or no ? , 
Alas, my friend ; and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo ? no : — ^Yes, sure ; O heaven ! Roderigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

lago. Eveuhe, sir; did you know him ? 

Gfro. Know him ? ay. 

logo. Signior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon ; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners. 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio ? — O, a chair, a chair ! 

Gra^ Roderigo! 

F F 2 
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lago. He, be, 'tis he : — O, that's well said 5 — the 
chair : — [A chair brought ixu 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
I'll fetch the general's surgeon. — For you, mistress^ 

[To Bianca. 
Save you your labour. He that lies slain bere^ 

Cassio, 
Was my dear friend: What malice was between 
you ? 
CkLS. None in the work! ^ nor do I know the man. 
lafpo. [To Bianca.] What, look you pale ?-^0, 
bear him out o'the air. — 

[Cassio and Rod. are borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen : — ^Look you pale, mvs^ 

tress ? 
Do you perceire the gastness of her eye ? — 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon : — 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her ; 
Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak. 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil 'Las, what's the matter ? what's the mat- 
ter, husband ? 
logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark. 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are scap'd ; " 
He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 
EmiL Alas, good gentleman I alas, good Cassio ! 
logo. This is the fruit of whoring. — Pr'ythee, 
Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night : — 
What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supp'd at my house 5 but I therefore 

shake not. 
logo. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me; 
EmiL Fye, fye upon thee, strumpet ! 
Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest. 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emit. As I ? fob ! fye upon thee ! 



d by Google 



ScENK IL] THE MOOR OF VENICfi. 33 1 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio 
dressM :— 
Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale.— - 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd. — 
Will you go on, I pray ? — ^I'his is the night, [^ide. 
That either makes me, or fordoes* me quite. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A bed-chamber : Desdemona in bed, asleep, A light 
burning. 

Enter Othello. 

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars I — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blood. 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Takes off his stcord. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the lightf* 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore. 
Should I repent me : — but once put out thine. 
Thou cunniug'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know nbt where is that Promethean heat. 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd 

thy rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs must wither : — ^I'U smell it on the tree. — 

[Kissing her. 
O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! — One more, one 

more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee^ 

• Undoes.^ f t. e. The light of life. 
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And love thee after : — One morej and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears : This sorrow's heavenly 5 
It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there ? Othello ? 

Oih. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

0th. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
UnreconciI'd as yet to heaven and grace. 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that? 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by : 
I would not kill thy imprepared spirft ; 
No, — Heaven forefend* ! — I would not kill thy souL 

Des. Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then, heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Humph ! 

Des. And yet I fear you : for you are fatal then. 
When your eyes roll so: Why I should fear, I 

know not, 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy sins. 

Des. . They are lov^s I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, 1 hope, I hope. 
They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be still.. 

Des. I will so : What's the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerchief,. which I so lov'd, and 
gave thee, 

• Forbid. 
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Thou gav'st to Cassio. 

Bes. No, by my life and soul ; 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently : 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath. 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception. 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio, 
But with sii(^h general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I niever gave him token. 

Oth, By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his 
hand. 

perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart. 
And mak'st me call, what I intend to do, — 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice* : — 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; 

I never gave it him :— Send for him hither. 
And let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess'd. 

Des. What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath— us'd thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He'll not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for'tf. 

Des. My fear interprets then,— What, is he dead ? 

Oth, Had all his hair^ been lives, my great 
revenge 

* A sacrifice atoning for thy crime* 
f Has taken measures. 
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Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas ! be is betrayed, and I undone. 

Oih. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him to my 
face? 

Des, O, banish me, my lord, btit kill me not. 

Oth. Down, strumpet ! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 

0th. Nay, if you strive, 

Des. But half an hour. 

Ofh. • Being done. 

There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

0th. It is too late. [He smothers her. 

Emil. [Within.'] My lord, my lord 1 what ho! my 
lord ! my lord ! 

Oth. What noise is this? — ^Not dead? not y^ 
quite dead ? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
1 would not have thee linger in thy pain.— - 
So, so*. 

Emil. [Within.'] What ho ! my lord, my lord ! 

Oth. Who's there ? 

EmiK [Within.] O, good my lord, I would speak 
a word with you. 

Oth, Yes ; — 'tis Emilia : — ^by and by. — She's dead. 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death : 
The noise was high — Ha ! no more moving ! 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? Were't good ? 
1 think, she stirs again : — 'Ho. — ^What's the best ? 
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife : 
My Urife ! my wife ! what wife ? — I have no wife : 
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour I 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse* 
Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

* It is supposed that som^ theatrical direction has been omitted, aod 
that, when Othello says, ' So, «e/ be then stabs her. After the repe- 
tition of wounds, Oesdemona might speak again with propriety, aod yet 
Tery soon expire. 
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Eniil. [Within.'] I do beseech you I may speak 
with you, 
O, good my lord 1 

Oth. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilii^: — 
Soft,, — by and by : — Let me the curtains draw.— 
Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee now ? 

[Unlocks the door. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. O, good my lord, yonder's foul murder 
done. 

0th. What? now? 

EmiL But now, my lord ! 

Oth. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than she was wont, 
And makes men mad. ^ 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, has killed a young Venetian, 
Call'd— Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill'd ! 

And Cassio kill'd ? 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kiird. 

Oth. Not Cassio killM ? Then murder's out of 
tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd ! 

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That ! what ? 

Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice :— 
Help ! help, ho ! help ! — O lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ? O, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. O, who hath done 

This deed ? 

Des. Nobody ; I myself; farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord ; O, farewell. [Dies. 

Oth. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 
. Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I. 

JBwitl. She said so ; I must needs report the truth. 

Oth. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell ; 
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Twas I that kill'd her, 

EnuL Of the more angel she. 

And you the blacker devil ! 

Om. She tum'd to folly, and she wa^ a whore. 

EmiL Thou dost belie tier, and thou art a devil. 

Otlu She was false as water. 

Etnil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true ! 

Oih. Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband else. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in bell. 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity ; Thy husband knew it all. 

EmiL My husband ? 

(Mh. Thy husband. 

EmiL That she was false to wedlock ? 

0th. Ay, with Cassioi 

Nay, had she been true. 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite*, 
rd not have sold her for it. 

EmiL My husband ? 

pth. ' Ay, 'twas he that told me first; 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime. 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

EmiL My husband } 

0th. What needs this iterance f, woman ? I say, 
thy husband. 

EmiL O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with 
J love ! — 

My husband say, that she was false ? 

Oth. He, woman ; 

I say thy husband : Dost understand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

EmiL If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! be lies to the heart ; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

Oth. Ha ! 

EmiL Do thy worst : 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 

* A precious stone. f RepetltioD. 
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Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace, you were best, 

Emii. Thou hast not half the power to d<j me 
harm. 
As I have to be hurt*. O gull ! O dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed, — 
I care not for thy sword 5 I'll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives: — Help! help, ho! help! 
The Moor has kill'd my mistress; Murder! murder! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and lago. 

Man. What is the matter ? — How now, general ? 

EmU. O, are you come, lago ? you have done 
well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

EmiL Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 
He says, thou told'st him that his wife was false : 
I know, thou didst not, thpu'rt not such a villain ; 
Speak, for my heart is fiiH. 

logo. I told him what I thought; and told no 
more 
Than what he found himself wa» apt and true. 

Emit. But did you ever tell him, she was false ? 

lago. I did. 

EmiL You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie :— 
She false with Cassio I — ^Did you say, with Cassio ? 

lago. With Cassio, mistress ; Go to, charm your 
tongue. 

EfmL I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound 
to speak ; 
My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed. 

JIL O heavens forfendf ! 
' Emil. And your reports have set the murder on. 

Oth. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed. 

Gra. Tis a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act ! 

Emil Villainy, villainy, villaiay ! — 

• * More can I bear than you dare execute* f Forbid. 
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I think upon't,— I think,— I smelf 1 5— O r^lainy ! 
I thought 90 then 5 — I'll kill myself for grief. — 

villainy, villainy ! 

lago. What, are you mad ? I charge you, get you 

home. 
Emit. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
speak; 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now :— 
Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. O ! O ! O ! {^Hanging over his wife. 

EmU. Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 

For thou bast kill'd the sweetest innocent. 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

Oth, O, she was foul ! — 

[Rising. 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lias your niece. 
Whose breath, -indeed, these bands have newly 

stopp'd : 
I know, this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy fiitber's 
dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 
This sight would make him do a desperate tiun. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 
And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. 'Tis pitiful : but yet lago knows. 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confessed it : 
And she did gratify his amorous wortcs 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her : I saw it in his hand ; ' 
It was a handkerdiief^ an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

EmiL O heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 

lago. Come, bold your peace. 

EmU. 'Twill out, 'twill out:— -I hold my peace, 
sir? no; 
No, I will speak as liberal* as the air ; 

*Pre«. 
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Let beaven^ and men^ and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry sbame against me, yet Til speak. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

£irul. I will not. 

[lago offers to stab his wife. 

Ora. Fye \ 

Your sword upon a woman ? 

EmU. O thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief thou 
speak'st of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,) 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 

logo. Villainous whore ! 

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it. 
And I did give't my husband. 

logo. Filth, thou liest. 

Emik By heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen : 
O mtti*d'rous coxcomb 1 what should such a fool 
Po with so good a wife ? 

[lago stabs Emilia, then runs out. 

Oth. Are there no stones in heaven. 

But what serve for the thunder ? — Precious villain ! 

Gra. The woman falls; sure he has kill'd his 
wife. 

EmiL Ay, ay ; O lay me by my mistress' side t 

Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come^ guard the door without ; let him not pass. 
But kill him rather ; I'll after that same villain. 
For 'tis a damned slave. 

[Exeunt Montano and Gratiano. 

Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But every puny whipster gets my sword : — 
But why should honour outlive honesty ? 
Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode^ lady ? 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? I will play the swan. 
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And die in musick ; — fVUbw, wiUoWy wiUow.-^ 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, I die, — I die. [Dies. 

Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber. 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper*;-— 
O, here it is : — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [IVithin.'] If thou attempt it, it will cost 
thee dear ; 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me then, and speak with me^ 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Oth. Behold ! I have a weapon ^ 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day. 
That, with this little arm, and this good sword> 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so now. — 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapoii'd ; 
Here is ^ny journey's end, here is my butt. 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back disniay'd ? 'tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And he retires ; — Where should Othello go ? — 
Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd 

wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at comptf^ 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl > 
Even like thy chastity. — 
O cursed, cursed slave 1 — Whip me, ye devils. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds \ roast me in sulphur t 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! — 

* Steel is hardened by being put red-hot into very cold water^ 
f Aeconnt. 
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O Desdemona 1 Desdemona ! dead ? 
Dead? O! O! O! 

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a chair, 
and Officers^ with lago, prisoner, 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate 
man ? 

Olh. That's he, that was Othello ; here I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 

Oth. I look down towards his feet* ;— but that's 
a fable : 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello wounds lago. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

lago. I bleed, sir ; but not kiU'cL 

Oth. I am not sorry neither ; Td have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that was once so good, 
Fall'n in the practicef of a cursed slave. 
What shall be said to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing : 

An honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confess'd his vil- 
lainv : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Cos* Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray you, demand that demi-devil. 
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ? 

lago. Demand me nothing: What 'you know, 
you know : 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. 
. Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath be- 
fall'n, 

* To see if his feet be cloveq. f By the stratagem. 
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Which, as I think, yoii know not : Here is a letted, 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here, another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

0th. O villain 1 

Cos. Most heathenish, and most gross ! 

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernicious caitiff! — 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cos. I found it in my chamber : 

And he himself confess'd, but even now. 
That there he droppM it, for a s()ecial purpose. 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Cos. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter,— 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead, — lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with 
us ; 
Your power and your command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 
If there be any cunning cruelty. 
That can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : — <;jome, bring him a\Vay. 

Othi Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and tliey 

know it; 
No more of that : — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 
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Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor 3et down aught in malice : then must you speak 

Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too wcU ; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand. 

Like the base Jddean, threw a pearl away. 

Richer than all bis tribe ; of one, whose subdu'd 

eyes. 
Albeit unus'd to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum •: Set you down this : 
And say, besides, — ^that in Aleppo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban 'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog. 
And smote him — thus. [Stabs himself. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All, that's spoke, is marr'd. 

0th. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee; — No way but 

this, [Falling upon Desdemona. 

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies. 

Oas. This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon 5 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartan dog, 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; 

[TolsLgo. 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ;— 
Let it be hid. — Gratiano, keep the house. 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed to you. — To you, lord governor, 
Kemains the censure^ of this hellish yiUain; 
The time, the place, the torture, — O enforce it ! 
Myself will straight abroad ; and, to the state. 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 

[Eoceunt. 

• Judgment. 



d by Google 



#44 OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE; 

The beauties of this play impress themselves so strongly 
upon the attention of the reader, that they can dra^Y no aid 
from critical illostration. The fiery openness of Othello, mag- 
nanimous, artless, and credulous, boundless in his confidence, 
urdent in his affection, inflejdble in his resolution, and obdurate 
in his revenge ; the cool malignity of lago, silent in his resent- 
ment, subtle in his designs, and studious at once of his interest 
and his vengeance ; the soft simplicity of Desdemona, confident 
of merit, and conscious of innocence, her artless perseverance 
in her suit, and her slowness to suspect that she can be sus- 
pected, are such proofs of Shakspeare's skill in human nature, 
as, I suppose, it is vun to seek in any modern writer. The 
gradual progress which laj^o makes in the Moor's conviction, 
and the circumstances which he employs to inflame him, are 
to artfully natural, that, though it will, perhaps, not be said of 
him as he says of himself, that he is a man not easily jealous, 
yet we cannot but pity him, when at last we find him perplexed 
tn the extreme. 

There is always danger, lest wickedness, conjoined with abi- 
lities, should steal upon esteem, though it misses of approba- 
tion ; but the character of lago is so conducted, that he is from 
the first scene to the last hated and despised. 

Even the inferior characters of this play would be very con- 
spicuous in any other piece, not only for their justness, bat 
their strength. Cassio is brave, benevolent, and honest; rained 
only byhis want of stubbornness to resist an insidious invita- 
tion. Roderigo's suspicious credulity, and impatient submis- 
sion to the cheats which he sees practised upon him, and which, 
by persuasion, he suffers to be repeated, exhibit a strong pic- 
ture of a weak mind betrayed, b^ unlawful desires, to a false 
friend ; and the virtue of Emilia is such as we often find, worn 
loosely, but not cast off, easy to commit small crimes, bat 
quickened and alarmed at atrocious villainies. 

The scenes from the beginning to the end are busy, varied 
Inr happy interchanges, and regularly promoting the progres- 
sion of the story ; and the narrative in the end, though it tells 
but what is known already, yet is necessary to produce the 
death of Othello. 

Had the scene opened in Cyprus, and the preceding inddents 
been occasionally related, there had been tittle wanting to a 
drama of the most exact and scrupulous regularity. — Johnson. 



THE END. 
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